CCX! 


o 
a 
= 
z 
= 
= 
z 
z 
a 


4500 
~ 
\ 
LG 
= 


JUNE 3 1946 


PUNCH SUMMER NUMBER 


ullas 


Abd 


Py 


—e 


o1ce 


h 


for ¢ 


popular brands are yPTIAN” No- 16 


The most 


“EG 


lo. 11 @ 


KISH No. 


7 @ TUR 


“yIRGINIA” No- 


June 3 | 
| 
4 
er 


* RYVITA IS NOW AVAILABLE AGAIN 


ALL OVER THE COUNTRY 


Postage of this issue—Great Britain and Ireland, 2d. Canada, 1d. 
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You’re stealing the scene with that 
perfectly-chosen hat . . . the exquisite 
smoothness of your skin and the out-of- 
this-world naturalness of your Yardley 


make-up. Small wonder that you have 
such an air of confidence that Fate has 


chosen you to lead in the winner ! 


33 OLD BOND STREET 


Powder : five shades 4/- a 
Lipstick : 
six shades 4/2 Refills 2/6 
Make-up Base 6/6 
Sorry, no post orders! 


Elsewhere Overseas, 


pon 310 
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THE A.B.C. OF SAVING—No. 7 


IMPORTS 


need have to come 
from abroad. These 
imports must be 


Britain can buy, she 
must earn enough 
to pay. How does 
Britain earn ? 


bought. But—before . 


services. To pay for 
her imports she must 
export . sell her 
wares overseas in 
exchange for the 
things she buys over- 


3 Once Britain’s 
overseas trade is going 
full swing, there will 
be plenty of goods 
for us at home. as 
well as for our cus- 
tomers abroad. But 
exports must start the 


rolling: 


HERE’S WHERE WE ALL COME IN 


4 The more we can 
help the country to ex- 
the more 
elping to import the 
that for 
comfort and prosperi- 
ty. Let’s buyas little 
as we can ourselves— 
and invest our money 
in National Savings. 


Save for 
Prosperity 


INVEST YOUR SAVINGS IN NATIONAL SAVINGS CERTIFICATES, 
DEFENCE BONDS, POST OFFICE AND TRUSTEES SAVINGS BANKS. 


* 
Tasued by the National Scwings Committee 


Sticky valves and piston rings; undue wear 
on cylinder bore and bearings; choked 
up oilways. These are the effects of dirty 
oil. FRAM OIL CLEANER does far more 
than filter it. FRAM KEEPS OIL CLEAN. 


Ask your garage. 


Simmonds Aerocessories Ltd., 
4 Company of the Simmonds Group — 
Great West Road, London 
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BALKAN SOBRANIE \\ 
4 CIGARETTES & TOBACCOS \ 


if. 


THE WEEK END—once 
denounced by go-getters and 
moralists alike—has been copied 


the world over and has finally 


earned the approval even of the $9 
efficiency experts. There isonly YZ 
one amendment necessary —that ¥ 
it should begin on Thursday and 


end on Wednesday. Meanwhile, |: 
we can make do with but two t 


days’ freedom providing case and y 
pouch are filled with Balkan 
Sobranie. in that subtle [| 
aroma slavery is abolished, and, é 


For, 


in the satisfaction of smoking ay 
the world’s rarest tobacco, merit 


gets the holiday it deserves. 


LONDON.EC1) 


N.B. Balkan Sobranie tobaccos are 
nom packed in air-tight sealed tins. 
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bought 
31 years ago” 


Lotus Ltd. 


21.12.45 
Sirs, 

For quite a long time I have intended te 
write you about your advertisement showing a 
boot in use for 25 years. I have a pair which I 
bought in April, 1914. I should not have believed 
your advertisement if I had not experienced the 
wear. 

They were in use during the last war on suitable 
occasions. Since then I have used them for shoot- 
ing, country life, etc. In addition my son has 
worn them during this war during great activity 
with the A.R.P. In recent months they have come 
back home, and during the last few weeks of bad 
weather have performed their work better than 
anything I own. 


Can anyone say that you have not done your bit 
towards what I consider to be extraordinary wear? 
As a shooting boot and considering all the rough 
stuff they have passed through, it is amazing to 
think they were bought 31 years ago. 


Yours faithfully, (signed) G. M. G___ 


LOTUS 


Veldtschoen 


BOOTS & SHOES 


GUARANTEED WATERPROOF 
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says OLD HETHERS 


Well, you young folk seem to know what’s good for you 
—it’s mighty lucky I got in that extra tin of Robinson’s. 
You see, it’s so simple to make good barley water from 
Robinson’s ‘Patent’ Barley if you follow the instructions. 
Goodness me, if I were using that old-fashioned ‘pearl’ 
stuff I’d be boiling and stewing and straining all the 
day long. No, give me Robinson’s ‘Patent’ Barley every 


time—till I can buy their barley water in bottles again. 


Barley Water from 


ROBINSON’S 


‘PATENT’ BARLEY 


SUMMER NUMBER 


ILVER (or sheepskin) LININGS . . 


While you’ve had to do without Morlands Glastonburys during 
the war, it’s been a comfort to know that they were being made 
for the R.A.F. And more comfort is on the way—when Glaston- 
burys are in good supply again, they will be warmer and more 
luxurious than ever, thanks to our wartime experience and 

.Tesearch. -That won’t be to-day, unfortunately . . . Export 
has first call.on our still limited output, and that’s as it should be. 
But if you are lucky enough to find a pair of Glastonburys you’ll 
find the slippers more colourful, the boots less austere. 


MORLANDS 


Ladies’ 
Ankle Boot 


BLANKETS 


LIGHT AS A 
PEATHER..*. 


giving caressing warmth without 
weight. These cellular blankets 
are cherished possessions and if 
you take care of them they will 
last a lifetime. 

Sole Manufacturers : 
McCALLUM & CRAIGIE, LTD., 


Shettleston, Glasgow, E.2 


London Office: Roxburghe House, 
287, Regent Street, London, W.! 


By appointment: to H.M. the King 
Manufacturers of 
Lan-Air-Cel Blankets 
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In a changing world 
the deeply satisfying character of Craven 
Mixture remains unchanged. Go where you 
will; seek the furthest point and there 
you will find devotees of Craven Mixture 
—one of the finest tobaccos ever made. 


CRAVEN 


fure 


FINE CUT: For Double BROAD 
smokers who prefer CUT: Full strength 
a more compact fill. and deeply satisfying. 


CARRERAS — 150 YEARS’ REPUTATION FOR QUALITY 


OLDHAM & SON LTD: DENTON: MANCHESTER. Telephone: Denton 2431. Est. 1865 
London Office: Derbyshire Hse, St. Chad’s St. W.C.1. Tel: TER778I. London, Birmingham, Glasgow, Belfast 
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When large scale catering is planned, where the problem is to 


* obtain real fuel economy, complete reliability, saving of labour, 


a major saving 


continual readiness day and night, maximum cooking space, 
AND the highest standard of food cooked, the answer indeed is 


contained in one word—ESSE. Burning continuously (fuel, 


d ay an d Nn j ght anthracite, coke or Phurnacite), immediately ready at any time, 


ESSE MAJOR Heat Storage Cookers have been installed in 
Hospitals, Schools, Canteens and Institutions generally in every 


. part of this country, and abroad. Yes, the answer is — ESSE ! 


ESSE STEAM EQUIPMENT 


Steam-heated boiling pans, wet steam ovens, hot closets, 
water boilers, tea infusers, etc., with latest approved safety 
and hygienic principles, make the ESSE cooking service 
complete for every need. 


THE ESSE COOKER COMPANY 


: Proprietors: Smith & Wellstood Ltd., Estab. 1854 
Head Office and Works - - - BONNYBRIDGE, SCOTLAND 
London Showrooms & Advisory Dept.: 46 DAVIES STREET, W.1 
Also at LIVERPOOL, EDINBURGH & GLASGOW 


is added is a better soup. Marmite 
not only adds flavour and zest, 
it also provides essential vitamins. 
Always use Marmite for better 
soups, stews, and all meat and 
vegetable dishes. Marmite makes 
delicious gravy. 


* Soup to which a little Marmite 7 


LIMITED SUPPLIES 
FROM 
FAMILY GROCERS 


MARMITE, 4 concentrated 
Yeast Extract containing Vitamins 
of the B2 complex. 

Riboflavin - 1.5 mg. per oz. 
Niacin - 16.5 mg. per oz. 
In jars: 1 oz. 6@., 2 oz. 104, 
4-02. -1/6, 8 oz. 2/6, 16 oz. 4/6 
from all Grocers and Chemists. 


Smee's 
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HERE is nothing like a good night’s sleep to make 

you feel and look your best... and there is nothing 

like a bedtime cup of ‘Ovaltine’ for helping you to 
enjoy the best kind of restorative sleep. 


The special properties of ‘Ovaltine’ soothe the nerves and 
body, assist you to relax and make you quickly receptive 
to sleep. While you sleep, ‘Ovaltine’ provides the ideal 
form of nutriment required for refreshing the tired body, 
renewing energy and vitality ...so that you awake rein- 
vigorated ... bright-eyed and cheerful. 


Delicious ‘Ovaltine’ is entirely free from drugs. It is all 
natural concentrated nourishment derived from malt, milk 
and eggs, and presented in the most easily digestible 
form. Because of its outstanding health-giving properties, 
‘Ovaltine’ is the food beverage most popular throughout 
the world. 


Ovaltine 


P.659A 


YA 
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ROLLS-ROYCE 


have selected Champion Plugs 
as exclusive equipment Peni 


their post-war cars 


CHAMPION 


PLUGS 


The Choice of the Beitish Motor 


CHAMPION SPARKING PLUG CQ@ FELTHAM, MIDDLESEX 


Like the rest of Pel furniture, these 
draughtsmen’s chairs and stools do 
their own job well and allow their user 
to do his job comfortably. They can be 
ordered now by workshops, labora- 

. tories and drawing offices, but a sup- 
porting permit is needed before Pel can 

back up thedraughtsman whosits down. 


LONDON OFFICE: 15 Henrietta Place, W.1. Telephone: WELbeck 1874 @ 
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Accles & Pollock were recently challenged to prove that they 
were as good at making steel tubes as their advertisements 
claimed. The request was for a small diameter steel tube with 
seven longitudinal bores instead of the usual one. After 
considerable thought, and some practice in needle-threading, 
Accles & Pollock produced the answer. The illustration above 
is a gross exaggeration of the tube which, in real life, measures 
only # inch in diameter.» @ 

This is just one further indication that when Accles & Pollock say 
they can help almost any kind of industry to find better ways of 
doing old and new jobs with steel tubes, they should be taken 
quite seriously. : 


Makers and manipulators of seamless studi in 
stainless and other steels 


OLDBURY BIRMINGHAM 
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BY ROYAL COMMAND 


"Take a shop,’ said the Prince, and Mr. 
Marcovitch, who, a hundred years ago, was 
making his cigarettes in an obscure room near 
Piccadilly, knew that their excellence had 
made him famous. Ever since, Marcovitch 
Cigarettes have been made to the same high 
standards as won the approval of that Eminent 
Personage and his friends; they are rolled of 
the very finest tobacco, for the pleasure of 
those whose palates appreciate perfection. 


BLACK AND WHITE 
cigarettes for Virginia smokers 


Flat 15 for 2/3 - 25 for 3/9 
100 for 15/- 


ISSUED BY GODFREY PHILLIPS LTD. 


For those days when life has come to a sunny 
standstill and the mind is quiet, Austin Reed’s 
provide clothes that are casual and comfortable. 


AUSTIN REED 


of Regent Street 


LONDON AND PRINCIPAL CITIES 
LONDON TELEPHONE: REGENT 6789 
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Biscuit Manufacturers 
to H.M. The King, 
McVitie & Price 


REPUTATION 


Ail McVitie & Price’s Biscuits have 
one characteristic in common. That 
characteristic is the mever-changing , 
quality which is the foundation of 
the nation-wide reputation of 


MeVITIE 
BISCUITS 


Obtainable Everywhere 


DL 


§ 

} 

(Made al 
g MeVITIE & PRICE’S MODERN FACTORIES ATS 
§ EDINBURGH LONDON MANCHESTER § 
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THE STANDARD 


(OF SOFT DRINKS) 


WILL BE RAISED WHEN IDRIS RETURNS 


THE QUALITY SOFT DR 


CUSTARD 
The children know it’s 
jolly good 
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ackintosh’s 
‘Quality Street’ 


Fohn Mackintosh @& Séns Ltd., Toffee Town, Halifax 
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Is Your 
Journey .....? 


It certainly is necessary for most 
people to take a good holiday this year 
and the railways will do their utmost 
to provide a comfortable journey for 
all who decide to travel. 


New rolling stock is being built as It’s B ALANCED BLENDING 
quickly as possible, but there cannot 


yet be enough seats to go round at that gives tobacco 
the Four Square touch! 
ugust. 


In blending fine smoking-tobaccos, two halves don’t always 
7 The railways hope that all who can make a whole. The richest, rarest leaf, ageing and maturing in 
the wood acquires a personality all its own. No two batches 
of leaf are alike, and only a very skilled blender with a lifetime’s 


' will avoid the peak travel periods and 


so add to the general comfort. experience can balance their smoking qualities in a perfect 
blend. Dobies of Paisley, who have been practising this fine art 
of blending for 137 years, have such skill and to spare—which is 
why the flavour of every one of their six fine tobaccos is the 


* Avoid the pea ks cs & natural flavour and not an artificial substitute—why connoisseurs 
rightly call them the finest tobaccos that ever were made. 


> 


Sun | Mon | Tues | Wed |Thurs| Fri Sat 


e 
eece travel mid-week FOUR SQUARE CUT CAKE 
An Empire - -de-L uxe tobacco 
with a “ pure Virginia” flavour. 
Yellow Squares. 2/8 oz. 


Also im 2-0%, and 4.0%. vacuum tins, 


GWR * LMS * LNER + SR FOUR SQUARE 


= | SIX MEDIUM-STRENGTH TOBACCOS & 3/- 
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Even the most beautifully cut frock 
is going to look off-the-peg unless your 
foundation is right. And the same principle 
applies to make-up. That’s why Skin Deep is 
a favourite foundation with women who want 
to keep that bandbox look all day. 
Skin Deep goes on smoothly and easily and holds your make-up 
matt for hours, yet it never makes your skin feel taut. That’s 
because Skin Deep is a really rich cream ; it serves the double 
function of holding make-up and keeping the skin flexible. 


AS A NIGHT CREAM— ATKINSONS 
Skin Deep sinks into the skin and Deep 
nourishes while you sleep JS 7 
5/10 (including tax) 
BEAUTY CR AM 


ASD 13-96-80 J. & E. ATKINSON LTD., 24 OLD BOND STREET, LONDON, W.I 


A hundred and fifty testing years confirm that Thomas Minton 
wrought better than he knew, when from his modest Pottery in 1793 
he sent forth Minton China. Since then, generations of lovers of 
the fine and beautiful have ‘blazed a trail’ to Minton’s door, making 
his name and artistry world-famous . . . Through all those years has 
stood a Minton at the helm, guiding and guarding a great tradition, 
lengthening devotedly the shadow of a gifted, single-hearted man. 


MINTON 


The World’s Most Beautiful China 


MINTONS LTD * STOKE-UPON-TRENT °* EST. 1793 
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how inexpensive Antler Travel 
Goods can be. 


1B BROOKS & CO, LTD, BIRMINGHAM 


Coal Tar Soap 


1D BALLET AMD... MURS ER 


WRIGHT'S 
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FROM THESE DEEP WATERS 
COMES A WEAPON TO FIGHT DISEASE 


IN THE DEEP-WATER SEAS of Greenland, Iceland and the North 
Pacific the halibut swims along the ocean bed. And scientists 
discovered that within the liver of the halibut are stored two 
vitamins which together form one of the most potent aids to health 
known to man. For halibut liver oil is a richly concentrated source 
of vitamins A and D, without which it is impossible for adults 
to maintain health or children to grow up with straight bones and 
strong teeth. 

The Crookes Laboratories are proud to be associated with the 
work of these doctors and scientists—proud to supply them with 
the means to fight disease and to bring health and happiness into 
the lives of ordinary people. 


CROOKES 


MAKERS OF VITAMIN PRODUCTS 


The Crookes Laboratories (British Colloids Ltd.) + Park Royal - London + N.W.10 
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“Just to please me... | 
Just to suit you!’’ 


She likes to see you smartly turned 
Sw out—You demand comfort. 


A “VAN HEUSEN” collar presents that 
smart appearance so admired by the 
feminine eye, yet also carries the secret 
of comfort in its soft fitting curve woven 
fabric. 

When worn with a “VANTELLA” shirt 
to match, the ‘VAN HEUSEN” collar is 
unequalled for style, coolness and comfort 
under all weather conditions. 


At the moment hard to get, but it is 
hoped that supplies will gradually increase. 


VAN HEUSEN 


REG° TRADE MARK 


Semi-Stiff Collars by 


HARDING, TILTON & HARTLEY, LTD., 
TAUNTON, SOMERSET. 


Shirts by 
COTELLA LTD., 137/8, TOTTENHAM COURT ROAD, 
LONDON, W.1. 
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ONE BY ONE... 


the famous varieties, are 


coming back to Civvy Street 


HEINZ 


Ciluroyo macy to Serve... 


Already about: 
BAKED BEANS, SPAGHETTI, SOUPS, 
SALAD CREAM, SANDWICH SPREAD 


Make the most of your ten minutes’ break by eating 


one or two Weston Rich Digestive ‘Biscuits. 
They give you back energy. They taste delicious, 
Made in the inimitable Weston way from 
specially chosen ingredients, they are digestive 


biscuits out of the ordinary. Price 1/4d. a pofind. 
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ie just happens to be one of those mornings when the beauty of Nature : 


‘puts me right off soya sausage that’ all.” 
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“What is it makes people always want to have a look?” 
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No Atomic Trams Yet, He Says 


NE of the things which will disappear in the planned 
world is the tram. In the new towns—I beg your 
pardon, community centres—there will be no place 

for it. The bleak yellow trams of Birmingham, the lofty- 
browed Edinburgh trams climbing calmly and dreamily up 
Leith Walk like souls in a vague dream, the strung-together 
trams of Belgium and Bombay, the mad forty-mile-an-hour 
trams of Dublin, the non-committal trams of London— 
these are all relics of a time when the Industrial Revolution 
could still produce human things like lamp-posts and the 
Rocket (Stephenson’s). 

Let us think, therefore, of the tram; of the single myopic 
headlight; of the two rows of eleven passengers solemnly 
facing each other, as if some decorous parlour game were 
eternally about to begin; of the incongruous cow-catchers, 
suggesting that herds of steers may block the road when 
the tram gets into the wild country near the terminus. 

The tram is essentially a sober vehicle. You do not 
find flighty cinema or perfume advertisements in trams. 
It is all sturdy masculine talk, of hardware, of stuffing- 
boxes, of trunnion-block, spigot and brass sundries factors, 
and of quaint Edwardian laxatives. The tram is a 
melancholy vehicle, perhaps reflecting the unhappiness of 
the wild electricity, most mysterious and dramatic of all 
the natural forces, at being shut up in a gawky iron wagon 
and forced to run along the same dull lines every day. 
Most people find the tram second only to the bath for 
speculation. How, for instance, is a tram driven? Any- 
body who has watched a tram-driver knows that there is 
no relation at all between what he does with those two 
handles and what the tram does. Sometimes he turns the 
right-hand one clockwise and the tram stops; then he 
turns it a bit more clockwise, and, with sublime unreason, 
the tram starts again: Sometimes, when the tram is 
hurtling along at full speed, he suddenly whizzes both 
handles round with a great air of abandon (rather like that 
thing at parties where you do this with that hand and that 
with this hand), and i makes no difference at all. And 
several times I have seen a tram stop when the driver 
had both hands in his pockets. Especially in Edinburgh, 
where the driver even has a kind of shooting-stick thing 
to sit on. 

Perhaps these men with the handles are not the real 
drivers at all: they are mere figureheads—possibly people 
who had to be given jobs; mad brothers of the directors, 
or men who know too much, the real driving being done by 
a man lying underneath somewhere, like a hobo. 

Most people, too, have probably wondered what would 
happen if a driver got in at either end of a tram and both 
started to drive. They perhaps do not know that this 
actually happened once. 

The case, although it occurred many years ago, is well 
known in tram circles. It appears that in a certain town 
there were two tram-drivers, called Stomp and Crank 
(there were others as well of course, but we are only con- 
cerned with these two). They were excellent drivers, but 
unfortunately they were fierce rivals, and when the corpora- 
tion bought a new tram in 1904 they both wanted to drive 
it, for it had windscreens, a pretty newfangled thing in those 
days. The manager couldn’t get either of them to give 
way, so in the end they tossed for it. Tramp won. Stonk, 
however, could not bear this irrevocable banishment, and 
on the tram’s maiden trip he disguised himself as the 
conductor and at the first stop he rushed to the other 


end and started to drive. The tram remained stationary, 
but there were ominous creakings as Cronk and Stamp 
recklessly increased the current. Suddenly the only 
passenger, Mr. Ted Fooby (63), retired bender and clicker- 
on, who had been sitting in the middle of the tram, was 
amazed to find himself on the tram-lines with two half- 
trams speeding away in opposite directions. 

Now Cromp and Stank had been model employees for 
fifty years, and the manager was a kindhearted man. In 
the end a compromise was worked out whereby they took 
it in turns each week. Even then, however, a wild urge to 
drive would seize Trant while Sponk was at the controls, 
and vice versa. The manager still took their side, but the 
corporation were getting a bit fed up, what with a lawsuit 
from the Foobys and one thing and another, so they 
turned down the manager’s suggestion of rubber trams, 
saying they were not convinced that Tronk and Clamp 
would relent when they saw the tram stretching. In fact 
they were rather afraid of the whole idea of rubber trams 
stretched tightly through the streets, like chewing-gum, 
in some Freudian nightmare. . . . 

Then of course there is the question of who makes trams. 
One sees advertisements by the manufacturers of hurricane 
pipes, leadless glaze, wigs, gongs and beetle-powders. But 
whoever respectfully begs to inform the public that he 
has brought out a new tram? And how are trams delivered ? 
Do they come in pieces, in exciting packing-cases, to be 
assembled actually on their lines? Or do they arrive 


mysteriously at night, all in one piece, and get launched 
by a crane among cheers and tears and fainting women ? 
We shall never know now. 


“We're lucky to have a roof under our heads.” 


married. My wife was proposing 

to pay a very large sum of money 
for a pair of shoes, supporting her 
proposal with the assertion that good 
shoes would last more than double 
the time of a. pair of shoes costing 
half as much. I was in no position 
to combat. this: asSertion, since there 
appeared. to be no data available 
either to support or deny it. I decided 
to make a controlled experiment. I 
gave my wife the large sum of money 
she desired and instructed her to buy 
a cheap and a dear pair of shoes; I 
proposed to check the wear from time 
to time. Unfortunately, the expensive 
pair of shoes were in the case my wife 
lost in the train when proceeding on a 
visit to her mother at Crewe. Such 
details as were available showed a 
slight advantage in favour of the cheap 
shoes, but of course they were not 
conclusive. 

From then on I have never ceased to 
collect domestic statistics. I started on 
the kitchen, and managed to gather so 
much data about the dishes which my 
wife produced that I was able to. 
predict with a very narrow margin. of 
error what was likely to appear at any 
meal. The war and its consequent 
rationing made my predictions even 
more accurate. I have, for example, 


I started soon after we were 


been able to compute that after the. 


third appearance of a new Ministry of 
Food recipe my wife will try it, and it 
is only after four failures that she will 
abandon it. I succeeded in plotting 
the frequency of the appearance of fish 
against the prevailing weather, and 
was able to draw the conclusion that 
my wife was more willing to stand: im 
the fish-queue on a warm day than on 
a cold one. 

The children produced endless sub- 
ject-matter for the statistician. I 
plotted their height against their 
weight, and proceeded to accumulate 
time data, such as when they first did 
the various things that children do for 
the first time. Our family has grown 
to what are in these days regarded as 
slightly old-fashioned dimensions, and 
now provides me with a reasonable 
sample. I have even been compelled to 
abandon the early and rather amateur 
method of collecting data by asking 
questions at meal-times, and now I 
circulate questionnaires at breakfast 
and collect them at dinner. 

The hours of going to bed and 
getting up provided a most interesting 
graph. I plotted age along the hori- 
zontal axis and time along the vertical. 
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Statistics in the Home 


The first year produced no useful 
results, since the children appeared to 
be in a permanent state of getting up 
and going to bed. The years between 
two and six showed a steady curve of 
rising or attempting to rise (which for 
the purpose of the graph I counted as 
rising) at 5.30 or thereabouts, and 
going to bed at 6. With advancing 
years, however, the graph climbs steeply 
until my eldest daughter’s graph for 
going to bed has nearly joined our 
youngest child’s graph for getting up. 
My objection to this on the grounds 
that it might make interpretation diffi- 
cult was unsympathetically received. 

Some very interesting cycles have 
been observed. In recent years the 
purchase of confectionery by my family 
which had for long’ followed an 
irregular course, suddenly became 
very regular, and after about a year 
I was able to conclude that it was 
following a regular four-weekly cycle. 
Clothing purchases, which had in 
previous. years. tended to. follow the 
seasons, have become regularized on a 
different. frequency. 

Domestic servants provided a fas- 
cinating study while they lasted. 
Some of them were inclined to. object 
to my interrogations at the beginning, 
and some even gave notice; but as I 
pointed out to my wife, they provided 
such interesting material that a fairly 
rapid turnover was desirable. During 
the war the situation changed. My 
tabulation shows that in the years 
1939 to 1945 we have had seven 
mother’s helps, three married couples, 
fifteen charwomen and three char- 
ladies. Naturally these were not con- 
current, nor, unfortunately, were they 
always consecutive. 


“ Picture it, Marigold—Cwil 
Servants with bedside manners!” 
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The reasons given for leaving were 
not statistically interesting. Out of a 
total of twenty-eight, twenty-two left 
to go to factories, four found the work 
too hard, one objected to my wife’s 
lessons in bed-making, and one left 
because of a more attractive position 
being offered by a neighbour who 
promised to provide a portable wireless 
set, so that the charwoman could have 
music while you work in every room 
in which she was working. 

A number of other interesting corre- 
lations. have arisen out of war-time 
conditions. I was recently able to 
prove a direct relationship between the 
gas-pressure and the hour at which my. 
dinner was served. My study entitled: 
“‘A consideration of fifty permutations 
and combinations of dried eggs, dried 
milk and flour” has only lately lost its 
popularity. My new study on the 
expectation of life of supporters and 
opponents of the darker loaf will of 
course take longer. 

My wife, I regret to say, is sceptical 
of the value of my researches, and is 
not, I fear, entirely above suspicion of 
rendering false returns to my most 
recent inquiry into the wearing qualities 
of utility clothing. Fortunately, I was 
able to introduce an adequate weighting 
factor which enabled me to prove that 
ew x p (where ew stands for expected 
wear and p for price) was greater in 
the case of utility clothing than in the 
case of the more expensive ranges. 

My graphs are used: in the home for 
interior decoration. The walls of my 
bedroom are papered with one of my 
earlier studies—a five-colour graph re- 
lating to the age of teeth-cutting, walk- 
ing and talking of our five brown-eyed 
children. A decorative dado is provided 
for the spare bedroom by my graph 
showing the average rate of loss of 
clothes at the laundry and relating it 
to (a) the non-arrival of the laundry as 
a whole, (b) the arrival of much of the 
laundry as dirty as it went, and (c) the 
irregular arrival of the laundry. My 
masterpiece, a three-dimensional graph 
illustrating what happened when my 


’ second son’s end-of-term marks were 


plotted against his sisters’ dentist’s 
bills on a background of my own 
expenditure on tobacco, occupies a 
place of pride on the dining-room 
mantelpiece. 

° ° 


“ Perra.—Superior holiday accommoda- 


tion, central, reasonable; cooking now.” 
Advt. in Glasgow paper. 


You’ll be too late if it’s an omelette. 
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“ Remember before the war that poor chap Brown who used to live in'a garret?— 


4 


Well, by the most 


we’ve managed to get hold of his place at only seven guineas a week.” 
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Farmers’ Train 
The Kent and East Sussex Line 


VER seen a railway train 

wheel deep in the wheat? 
Poppies on the boiler dome: 
wreaths of meadow-sweet 
twined about the driving wheel— 
burnished brass and polished steel: 
puffs of steam like woolly lambs, 
on the line to Bodiam? 


His chimney’s tall and thin and crowned 
with a bell-mouthed top, ; 
brassbound 

all round. 

He’s painted green like new spring grass 
and he’s always pausing 

at the level crossing 

to let the farm carts pass. 


He sees real trains at Headcorn Halt, 
where he’s rather shy 

as they thunder by 

from lordly London to the Coast. 

For they’re very long 

and he’s very short, 

and he wonders if they give him a thought: 
but at Methersham you’ll hear him boast 
that his very best mate’s 

the eleven-eight— 

the Dover Express that’s never late. 


But— 

as soon as he gets out of sight 

of the Main Line with its metals bright 
then once again 

he becomes THE TRAIN 

and there’s pride and swank 

in every puff, as he goes chuff, chuff, 
with a piercing whistle now and then 
(Get out of the way, you silly hen) 

on his lordly way 

to Newenden. 


He puffs past farms, He carries grain and he carries hops. 

_ he steams past barns, Wherever you hail him, there he Stops! 
to the Biddenden maids he tells tall yarns. in fact he’s a friendly sort of train. 
He’s a snorting giant He takes out shopping farmers’ wives: 
at Freezing Hill, he carries a load of bees in hives: 

he whistles the miller and he carries pigs, 

at Northiam Mill, and oats 

he puffs the day’s news and goats 


at the crossing gate and several boxes of lollipops 
and says what a shame he's “for the village kids 
five minutes late! at the village shops. 


and snorts of course 

it’s the Main Line’s fault! He knows the Marsh and he knows the Weald, 
he knows each wood and he knows each field: 
with his bright green paint. 
and his glistening brass: 

the rabbits stop 

to see him pass. 

And Arcadia’s just another station 

on his twice-a-daily 


pere- 
grination! 
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“I’m surprised to "ear you say that, sir. Why, the late Mister Rossini ’imself rather 
admired our bandstand.” 
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What Am I Doing in This Galleass? 


(A tale of rum, piracy, flying spume, tossing spars, wooden legs, treachery, tempest and accursed Spaniards. During the 

whole << of the story the waves are as high as a fairly high house, and the shrieking of the wind in the rigging and 

the groaning of the ship’s timbers make it almost impossible to hear oneself speak. The period is that uneasy time about 
midway between Mr. Jeffrey Farnol and Mr. C. 8. Forester.) 


CHAPTER THE FIRST 
Telleth of a mutiny at sea and how by divers stratagems the 


same was overcome. 


OW as I gazed in wonderment at the mighty waste of 
waters (and somewhat breathless withal by reason 
of my conflict with the gigantic negro), needs must 

I fall to thinking of good Kentish ale and the witching 
greenery of English lanes and how peradventure I might 
one day win to happy haven out of present stress of battle 
with the vasty elements, the which grew hourly (and to 
my no small discomfiture) more boisterous and menacing. 
But presently, chancing to raise my eyes, I beheld Simon 
Treleaver regarding me with troubled brows. 

“Why, comrade,” says he, meeting my look, “why, 
old pal. What now?” 

““Naught to matter, Simon,” says I, and therewith fell 
to pacing the poop, full of troubled thoughts, yet pausing 
ever and anon to cast an eye, weather-wise, at strake and 
orlop, helm and tossing mizzen. 

“Why, look’ee, comrade,” says he, gentle as any maid 
to my comfort, yet grimly warrior (as well I knew) when 
Frenchman or accursed Spaniard lay alongsidg, and quick 
to order and array cannon and petronel at need. 

““Ha’ done!” says I, sudden and fierce. “From.now on 
you will address me in straightforward narrative style, or 
not at all. Is that clear?” 

“‘But—— Oh, pal,” sayshe. ‘“D’yemean—no ‘howbeit’ ? 
No ‘belike’?” 

“The next man who says ‘belike’ on this ship walks the 
plank,” said I. 

“But, hark’ee,” he began. 


“No,” said I. 
“Well, then, listen, plague take you!” 
“*Damn you,’” said I. 


“All right, then, damn you!” said he. 

“Good,” I said. And thereupon, without more ado, we 
clasped hands and swore to speak the King’s English, come 
what might, from that time forward. 

“And now,” I asked him, ‘‘what’s new?” 

“Bloody murder,” he replied. ‘The men have got at 
the rum again.” 

“I’m sick and tired of the men getting at the rum,” I 
said angrily. “Somebody will hang from the yard-arm for 
this. Are they far gone yet?” 

“Listen,” he said, and sure enough, even above the 
shrieking of the wind in the rigging and the creaking and 
groaning of the ship’s timbers, I could hear the usual uproar 
of shouting and singing, mingled with the crash of breaking 
glass and occasional threats to cut ~y liver out and set 
the ship on fire. 

“Do you think they mean mischief, Simon?” 

“Why,” he said, “they’ve got rum in ’em, d’ye see, and 
a man wi’ rum in ’is innards is afeard o’ naught, d’ ye see——” 

“None of that,” I said sharply. Nevertheless, what he 
said had given me an idea and I immediately gave such 
orders as I deemed necessary to crush this incipient mutiny 
once and for all. 

_ “Have a puncheon of rum rolled into my cabin and 
instruct all officers to report to me there forthwith,” I 
ordered. As soon as they were all assembled, grizzled old 


Sir Gervase ffoulke, stout Martin Bowker, young Roger 
who had charge of the foretop, Geoffrey of Claremont still 
limping from his wound at Salamanca and half a dozen 
others it would be wearisome to name, I made them sit 
down. “Now,” I said, “you can all guess why I have 
called you together in this way. The men mean mischief.” 

“Ha!” cried stout Martin, while young Roger brought 
his fist down with a crash on the table and Geoffrey leapt 
impetuous to his feet. But old Sir Gervase only loosened 
sword in scabbard and made shift to change his under- 
linen, as was his wont before a battle. 

As for me, I made a sign to Impey, the gigantic negro who 
now waited on me hand and foot, to pour out a stiff noggin 
of rum all round. 

“No,” said I, answering look rather than word. “We'll 
have no sword-play in this weather. I’ll fight them with 
their own weapons, or not at all.” 

“How so?” said young Roger. 

“Drink,” said I. 

“Drink, is it?” said Sir Gervase. 

“Deep,” said I. 

“Good!” said Sir Gervase, and without more ado drained 
off his bumper, the which, in true comradely fashion, did 
we all. 

“And now,” cried Geoffrey, leaping a second time to his 
feet, ““what’s to 

“Drink again,” said I. 

“Deep?” said Sir Gervase. 

“Very deep,” said I. 

“Excellent!” said he. ‘‘ How long does this battle go on?” 


“To the lees,” said I, tossing off a tumbler of the fiery 


liquor. “Fill up, Impey, and look lively, or I’ll have your 
black heart roasted over a slow fire in the galley, you 
treacherous lump of carrion.” 

Spurred by the threat the huge slave lost no time in 
serving doubles all round. 

“Tolerable rum this,” said Geoffrey, while Roger began 
to carol some lewd ditty and Martin beat time with his sea- 
boots against the bulkhead. But stout old Sir Gervase 
only hurled bottle after bottle at the colossal African. 
Observing which I crept silently from the cabin to join 
faithful Simon, where he kept solitary watch athwart the 
orlop. 

“How goes it?” said I. 

“The men have it,” said he. “Listen.” 

There certainly was a most almighty din down there in 
the fo’e’sle. The party in my cabin cut no ice at all by 
comparison. 

*“You’re nowhere,” said Simon. “Nowhere at all.” 

I put my head through the fanlight of my cabin. 

“Sing, you lubberly sea-dogs,” I roared. 

“You think they really mean business this time, Simon ?” 
I asked, returning. 

“Business!” he said. ‘‘They’re threatening to cut the 
signs of the Zodiac on your naked back at this instant.” 

“Ugh!” I said. “Break more bottles down there, 
can’t you, you bunch of sloppy teetotallers.” 

That stirred them. Any officer worth his salt can do 
everything his men can, and do it better; and it wasn’t 
long before, standing midway between my quarters and 
the fo’c’sle, it was hard to say who had the mastery. 
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“They're killing the titanic Hottentot,” said Simon 
suddenly. 

“No, no,” I told him, peering down. “’Tis only young 
Roger a-tickling stout old Sir Gervase.” 

“ A-tickling ?”’ said Simon. 

“Hist!” said I. “Do my ears deceive me or is there some 
slight diminution of the infernal racket from the men’s 
quarters ?” 

We listened intently, and sure enough little by little the 
clamour died away, to be succeeded by a deadly silence, a 
silence broken only by the squeals of Sir Gervase, the 
creaking and groaning of the ship’s timbers as the wind 
shrieked through her rigging, and the infinitely menacing 
squelch of sea-boots approaching us up the companion-way. 

“We shall have to do something about this creaking and 
groaning, Simon,” I began—when I felt his sudden clutch 
upon my arm. 

“Oh, pal, tis them. They’re a-coming,” he whispered. 

“Stand by!” Iroared. “Prepare to put down a mutiny.” 

“No, no,” said a voice from the darkness. ‘Beggin’ 
your pardon, Cap’n, ’tis only I—’tis only Slimy Andy, 
yt honour, come to crave a word, if I might make so bold 
as to speak wi’ you, Cap’n.” 

“Speak!” says I, ‘“‘or I’ll shoot you like a dog.” 

“Not like a dog, y'rhonour. Oh, not like a dog,” he begs. 

“What do you want to be shot like, man?” rasps Simon. 

‘°Tis the men, sir. They do be mortal narvish. They 
do fear the officers mean mischief, beggin’ y’r pardon, y’r 
honour.” 

“Ha!” said I, and mighty glad to find my stratagem 
successful. “They do, do they? I’ll have a word with 
them. Simon, get you down into my cabin, man, and set 
up tots all round at my expense.” 

“Never do it, sir,” says Simon, going as white as a main- 
sheet, ““Never go down into that den of thieves and 
murderers. Qh, pal, let me come wi’ you, if so be as you 
be set on going, old comrade.” 

But I thrust him aside and so went down, alone, into 
that fearful place. 

“Well, you disreputable set of one-eyed sea-cooks, what 
do you mean by it?” I roared. 

“That ain’t fair to call us one-eyed sea-cooks,” muttered 
a big hulking fellow sulkily, “seeing as how on’y four of 
us got one eye and not a qualified sea-cook aboard.” 

“T’ll splice the mainbrace,” says I, stepping over his 
body, “of the next man that interrupts me when I’m 
shouting, and nail his carcase to the fore-t’gallant mast 
into the bargain. Is that clear?” 

Nobody said a word. ; 

“Call yourself pirates!” I went on. ‘With not more 
than three wooden legs between you and hardly a hook to 
call yourown! Blood and sand!”’ I shouted, “why, if Black 
Bottomley could see you now, with your tea-cups ¥ 

Well, it might have gone ill with me, despite my show of 
confidence, for some of the men were muttering, and one 
or two of the bolder spirits, not liking my reference to Black 
Bottomley, had begun in a half-hearted way to throw 
knives; but at that instant, as luck would have it, dawn 
broke with tropical suddenness across the heaving waters 
and a cry of “Sail-ho!” brought us all tumbling up on deck, 
our differences forgotten in a common eagerness to snatch 
the rich prize thrust thus unexpectedly within our grasp. 

“Stand by to weather the ship!” I cried. “Man the 
hatches! Open the little trap-doors in front of the guns!” 

In an instant all was orderly bustle and confusion, some 
running this way and some that, so that in a remarkably 
short space of time the guns were run out, the rum was 
safely stowed away and Simon Treleaver was able to report 
the ship in all respects ready for action. 


“What d’you make of her, Jakes?” I shouted to the 
look-out. “An accursed Spaniard, laden with silks and 
spices for Porto Rico, and ripe for the plucking ?”’ 

However, she turned out (to my no small discomfiture) 
to be an English man-o’-war, seventy-four, making all sail 
in our direction. 


CHapTeR.2. THe Prick or ADMIRALTY 


Space does not permit me to describe in detail how all 
day long we wore the ship, stood off and on, luffed our 
helm and went about, seeking hour after hour to get into 
a position in which we could bring all our eighty-six guns 
to bear. But at last, the wind freshening and a shoal of 
flying-fish momentarily concealing us from the enemy, I 
decided to try a hazardous maneeuvre. 

“Gun Numbers One to report to me immediately,” I 
ordered. 

When the eighty-six men were assembled on the poop 
and I was about to address them in suitable terms, my 
attention was suddenly distracted by a hail from the 
regi who reported a boat putting off from the English 
rigate. 

“°Tis some trick, belike,” muttered Simon Treleaver. 
“T trust not yon rascally captain.” 

“*Yon’?” said I coldly. ‘‘‘Rascally’?” 

“That bad man,” he amended, with no very good grace. 

“He must be received with the distinction due to his 
rank, Treleaver,” I reminded him. ‘‘Kindly make the 
necessary arrangements. And what are all these men 
doing on my poop?” 

“You sent for them, sir.” 

“Tell them to get their tea. And bring me my best 
pair of cutlasses.” 

Our visitor proved to be a clean-shaven sort of man, 
dressed despite the warmth of the day in a frock-coat and 
cocked hat. 

“Captain Frothblower, R.N.,” he announced. ‘Com- 
manding His Majesty’s Frigate Impracticable. Bearing 
dispatches from My Lords of the Admiralty.” 

“Frothblower,” I cried. “We know that name and 
we honour it, sir. Impey, Captain Frothblower would like 
a cold bath on the quarter-deck immediately.” 

“What the devil do you mean, sir?” 

“Come, come, Captain,” I said, smiling. “We are 
sufficiently acquainted with your habits, even in these 
distant waters, to know that you like a strip and a cold 
sluice-down on the quarter-deck. And afterwards, sir, 
pray regard the quarter-deck as your own. You will no 
doubt desire to pace up and down in solitude for an hour 
or two, to brood on the possible disastrous consequences to 
your career of your present rather unorthodox behaviour.” 

I never saw a man take a friendly offer in such bad part. 

“If you were on my ship, sir,” he snapped, “you should 
have thirty lashes for your damned impudence.” 

How my pirates laughed! On this ship we often give 
each other thirty lashes in fun, to warm us up. But 
Captain Frothblower never so much as smiled. 

“Be damned to you for an infernal pirate!” he said, 
and with that he handed over his papers and clambered 
incontinently over the side. 

“Will I put ever a bullet through his carcase, y’r honour, 
beggin’ y’r pardon?” asked Slimy Andy. 

“Certainly not,” said I. “Put it through his hat.” The 
which he did, to my no small contentment. 

But of how I was offered by My Lords of the Admiralty a 
free pardon and a commission in His Majesty’s Navy (with 
back pay and allowances), and of the reply that I made, 
you must read elsewhere than in this galley. H. fF. E. 
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UR train had just left Totten- 
ham Court Road station when 
the man in the button boots 

leaned across the carriage and struck 
me sharply on the knee with a rather 
handsome Malacca cane. It was a 
treacherous and, as far as I could see, 
an unprovoked attack; moreover, it 
caught me fair and square on an old 
wound sustained in a Christmas game 
of blind man’s buff. I jumped hke a 
jack-in-the-box. Looking up, I found 


my assailant watching me with an | 


unmistakable air of challenge. For a 
moment our eyes swopped punches; 
then, with an abrupt gesture, Button 
Boots raised his cane and pointed it 
straight at the hat of the lady seated 
next to me. 

I had to admit that it was a remark- 
able hat. Beaded bubbles winked at 
its brim. Fruit grew in profusion on 
the southern slopes. It was obviously 
the kind of hat that is accustomed 
to having a whole shop window to 
itself. 

I nodded a cold acknowledgment 

to Button Boots and went on filling 
my pipe. I flatter myself I have 
as keen an eye for a silly hat as 
the next man, without some complete 
stranger having to draw my attention 
to it with a sledge-hammer blow on 
the knee-cap. I decided to ignore the 
chap. 
But the look of challenge in the 
man’s eyes stayed with me. Had there 
been some deeper significance in his 
action? A long spell of overseas duty 
had left me unfamiliar with a good 
many London customs, and it occurred 
to me that Button Boots might be 
attempting to embroil me in a modern 
version of the old game of “Beaver,” 
played with women’s hats instead of 
old men’s beards. Not wishing to 
appear out of touch, I looked round the 
carriage for a hat to put in the ring 
against my opponent’s candidate. 

The seated passengers could produce 
nothing to touch it. I decided to 
draw the more crowded coverts in the 
centre of the carriage. 

I was at once successful. I saw it 
dominating a rabble of nondescript 
headgear gathered about the doors—a 
hat in a million. It trailed clouds of 
pink veiling and was topped by a 
gilded dome of majestic proportions. 
It was the Taj Mahal of millinery. 

I leaned across and tapped Button 
Boots none too gently on the ankle 
with my umbrella. Then I pointed 
proudly to my Hatter’s Castle, which 
was threatening to become airborne 
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Underground Interlude 


in the sirocco blowing in from Oxford 
Circus station. ‘Fifteen all,” I said 
quietly. 

I watched Button Boots closely as I 
put a match to my pipe. I saw a 
pulse begin to throb in his cheek. The 
chap was obviously rattled. As the 
doors closed he again leaned over and 
struck me on the knee with his cane. 
Again he jabbed it at the head of the 
passenger next to me. I noticed that 
the breath-taking model with which 
my opponent had opened the scoring 
was no longer with us; another, less 
enterprising, hat had taken its place. 
I was frankly surprised that Button 
Boots should consider the newcomer 
worth a mention, for it was a dowdy 
affair with only a bunch of glossy 
cherries to raise it above the level of 
a high school felt. The man was 
certainly scraping the bottom of the 
hat-box if that was the best he 
could do. 

We were now in the Crazy Hat Belt. 
At Bond Street we took aboard a 
Chanel mist and a lady balancing on 
her head a straw basket of Cape goose- 
berries attached to a velvet chin-strap. 
Quick as lightning I stabbed Button 
Boots in the fleshy part of the leg 
with my brolly and indicated my 
nap selection. He countered—rather 
lamely, I thought—by poking his cane 
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a second time at the cherry flan model, 
which was now nodding approvingly 
over a copy of The Times. 

By the time we reached Marble Arch 
the evening flight had begun and I got 
a good left and right to give me the 
game. I increased my lead at Lan- 
caster Gate, where we were jomed by 
a woman wearing a scarlet deerstalker. 
As I notched up point after point I 
watched Button Boots keenly through 
the smoke from my pipe. He was just 
about ready to chuck in the towel. I 
saw his eyes quarter the carriage as if 
seeking a hat that would reduce his 
deficit. But it was in vain. His hands 
fidgeted once or twice with his eane, 
but he made no further effort to raise 
it against me. The more aggressive 
man had won. 

But I had to admire the man’s 
spirit, for as I got up to alight at 
Queen’s Road I saw him bend forward 
and repeat his rap-on-the-knee routine 
with a Guards corporal in the next 
seat. The corporal drew noisily on his 
cigarette but said nothing. Fascinated, 
I watched Button Boots raise his cane 
= jab it at the seat opposite to 


This time the seat was empty and I 
could see what he had been pointing at. 
It was the notice which says “‘No 
SMOKING.” 


n 
THIS EXCELLENT 


FREEHO 


“Cook’s just given notice—she doesn’t like the plan of 


the house.” 


| 
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“ Ye S, 
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it’s quite funny— 


to be— a 
back— again— on the— | 
London streets— after— _years— 
in— the~ Army.” 
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“Parkins, what’s this I hear about your being able to find yourself a house?” to 
hi 
to 
Fred: ex-Batman is 
HEN I read in a newspaper outwardly calm; his expression sug- posted to Worcestershiresir,” he said he 
the other day that two ex- gested that stepping out of a clothes- in a voice so thin and small that it rm 
officers had started a service cupboard was somewhat less unusual scarcely sufficed to cover his thoughts. . he 
to provide civilians with batmen I than breathing through one’s nose. He moved a plump hand slowly back- of 
began to think about Fred. I found Most of the things one can say on wards and forwards, as though he were th 
myself wondering if he would try to the spur of the moment toa man who stroking an invisible St. Bernard. ion 
fit his rotund little body into an has stepped out of one’s clothes-cup- ‘I’ve been in your cupboard,” he said. = 
angular niche in the new organization, board are painfully hackneyed. They He must have noticed something gr 
and so continue to employ the my sound hackneyed too, or they did when menacing in my countenance, for he on 
qualities which he displayed while his I said them. I even asked Fred what added, “They call it a hanging cup- of 
sensitive spirit was imprisoned in the he was doing, although in such a small _ board, so I thought I’d see if there was 50 
Air Force. cupboard there was really very little room for a man to hang in it.” “And we 
My first encounter with Fred was that one could do. Fred listened was there?” I asked, trying to repress he 
informal, unexpected, and rather terri- attentively while I was talking, but a feeling that my feet were not touch- we 
fying in a quiet way. AsI walked into I don’t think he was listening to me; ing the ground. “Don’t knowsir,” «] 
my bedroom in the mess late one I had the impression that he was Fred said; “didn’t try.” He patted . 
afternoon Fred stepped out of the receiving a message from another the trousers which were hanging over sh 
clothes-cupboard with a pair of trousers world. When I had finished speaking his arm. “I seem to have pressed your th 
over his arm. His hair looked like a Fred returned to earth with obvious trousers sideways,” he said; then he ga: 
nest hastily constructed by a pleasure- and pardonable reluctance. “I’m tuned in to the other world again and “en 
loving bird, but the rest of him was Fred, the new batmansir; Joe got pattered off down the corridor. co 
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When he returned ten minutes later 
I only just had time to get out of the 
clothes-cupboard myself—I had dis- 
covered that it was definitely not large 
enough to enable one to hang a man 
with any degree of efficiency, but that 
one could hang a man up, if one so 
desired. ‘I’ve de-creased the sides,” 
Fred said as he handed me my 
trousers. He looked at me reproach- 
fully with his big brown eye—his other 
eye, also brown but noticeably smaller, 
seemed to be gazing at a spot two feet 
behind me and slightly to the left— 
and moved his hands as though he were 
winding an invisible ball of gummed 
wool: ‘“‘Of course,” he said, “in those 
days side creases were quite the rage.” 
He sighed. “Progress,” he said, “it 
doesn’t get you anywhere.” “Ah,” I 
said, as non-committally as possible. 
“Mum awways said that,” Fred ob- 
served. I didn’t doubt it; after five 
minutes with Fred one hesitated to 
doubt anything. 

Fred had no definite accent, but he 
experienced considerable difficulty with 
his “l’s.” I didn’t know this when he 
started talking about his sister, who 
was named Poppy (because of the 
flower, he said). “She’s gone a wrong 
way,” Fred told me. I was thinking 
that Mum must surely have said more 
than “Ah” to that, when Fred added 
to my surprise by saying “The rakes.” 
He walked away then, and inwardly 
I commended the delicacy that 
prompted him to refrain from further 
discussion. It was not until the follow- 
ing morning that it dawned on me that 


I had cruelly misjudged Poppy, who - 


had simply gone a long way from home 
to live in the Lake District. 

Fred didn’t seem at all conscious of 
his ]-lessness, and once I had got used 
to the idea I didn’t really mind being 
called a Fright-Root, while references 
to Pirate Officers and Frying Officers 
left me quite unmoved, but one morn- 
ing I had a sudden fear that dry-rot 
had gained a hold on the frail structure 
of Fred’s vocabulary. As he parted 
the curtains to admit the timid morn- 
ing sunlight he startled me by an- 
nouncing that it was going to be a 
gright day. I shifted uneasily in bed, 
and muttered something about a cup 
of tea. Fred said he would gring it as 
soon as kossigle, and inquired if I 
would care for some gread and gutter; 
he warned me, however, that there 
were coached eggs for greakfast. 
“Have you hurt your mouth, Fred?” 
I asked. “Did you cut it when you 
shaved?” Fred scrutinized his face in 
the mirror. “It’s not gleeding,” he 
said, eyeing me with growing suspicion. 
“Then what’s all this greakfast and 
coached egg business?” I said. Fred’s 
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face relaxed into an understanding 
smile. “Oh, that,” he said; “I’m 
practising being a ventriroquist.” “Got 
a dummy?” I asked. Fred gave me 
one of his long penetrating looks. “I 
couldn’t carry one aboutsir,” he said; 
“that ’ud be rudicrous.” 

One day I asked him what he had 
been before he joined the Air Force. 
“What. did you do?” I said. “What 
was your job? How were you em- 
ployed ?””—inuevitably one got into the 
habit of asking him the same question 
in different ways. ‘What I did varied,” 
Fred said. I’m sure it did; creasing 
trousers sideways was the sort of thing 
that came naturally to him. He tried 
very hard to do things correctly, but 
inanimate objects and simple acts 
conspired to thwart his every effort. 
In his restless hands black wool 
turned to green when he tried to darn 
a pair of socks; London-bound trains 
took him to Plymouth; cinemas 
changed their programmes as soon as 
he had taken a seat; I doubt if two 


and two ever made four for him. His 
own theory was that he was mentally 
left-handed in a mentally right-handed 
world, and I think his explanation 
sounds as reasonable as any. 

The last time I saw Fred he was 
pushing a perambulator in Putney. 
His wife, a gaunt woman with a long 
upper-lip and every indication of a 
short temper, was hovering possessively 
beside him. ‘Why, Fred,” I said, “I 
didn’t even know you were married.” 
“No more did I untiw fifteen months 
ago,” Fred said. The two children in 
the perambulator looked just like 
Mrs. Fred, but they seemed healthy 
enough. “Ivy and Rosarind, twins,” 
Fred said, looking fondly at them with 
his big brown eye. His other eye, also 
brown but noticeably smaller, seemed 
to be gazing at a spot two feet behind 
them and slightly to the left as he 
added, “I tried for boys.” 


Wheelwright 


OR the hub, elm. 
For the spoke, oak. 
Ash for the felloe. 


Stroke on stroke 
old Arthur’s chisel 
lies— 
is mall 
thuds: 
the chips scatter, fly and fall. 


Elm for the hub— 
a chunky piece 
matured as a ripe Cheddar cheese. 


For each spoke 
oak : 

grained, palest yellow, 
honest as household soap. 


Each felloe 

ash, springy ash— 

ash, which, when green, 
“is fire for a queen.” 


Hub, 
spoke, 
and felloe, 
measured, planned, 
cut to size, and made by hand. 


When the new-built wheel runs true 

shoe it with its iron shoe, 

heated, hammered, levered, wrenched, 

sledged and tapped and_ water- 
quenched. 


“Five things a craftsman can rely on” 
(says Arthur), 
“Oak, elm, ash and iron— 
and, while cold clenches and heat 
expands, 
the skill which lives in his two hands.” 
R.C. 8, 
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“Every time us ’as a bumper catch "appens.” 
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* Tlector expects to be out next month and wants to bring his release 


group doun for a neek-end.”’ 
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’ve searched everywhere, Mr. Nicols—there’s nothing in here.” 
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CHANGING OUTLOOK 


1940. “Wart wonderful day!” 


1946. “ Wat nasty sandwiches!” 


a a 
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“Is there a washer-up in the audience?” 
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The Battle of the Clotches 


know that you cuold call it a 
battle, but Green says I ouht to 
get more of what is called “pep” into 
my titles, and so I’m going to try. 
He also thinks it’s time I began to 
spell a bit better, but what I think 
about spelling is tliat either you can or 
you can’t, and I can’t. Jest the same, 
I mean to have a wack at that, too, 
and you'll see that this time I have 
spelt title right, I used to think it was 
tittle. 
Anyhow, weather it cuold be called 
a battle or not, this is what happened. 
I expeckt the reader will remember 
that during the war, proberly like him 
or her, I was one of what were called 
England’s Alotmenteers, and quite a 
lot of the things I planted really came 
up. One time, 


“From out the mistic earth did rise 
An onyon of surprizing size 
That made the grower rub his eyes, 
And acktually won a prize,” 


thouh mind you I don’t think it wuold 
of if Green hadn’t helped me with it. 
Another time I grew nine parsneps 
with such long ends that by cutting 
them off and tying them together I 
made a bootlace. Of corse one wasn’t 
always so lucky, another time a cow 
getting on the alotment and staying on 
it till I got on it (the cow), when we 
both went off. 

But weather you have good luck or 
bad, it is a lot of work, and I had 
desided that after the war was over I 
wuold give it up so as to have more 
time for some of the other things one 
wants to do, such as, 

(1) Training three white mice I have 
to anwser to my wistle, one of them 
nearly dose already, 

(2) Seeing if I can write a story as if 
it was written by my aunt’s umbrella, 
one she has had for a long time and is 
rather fond of, of corse, it wuold only 
interest my aunt, if her, and 

(3) Cricket, our Sports Master saying 
I am better than I was but not as good 
as I cuold be. You can’t get away 
from it, I’m not dead nuts on cricket, 
but our Sports Master is one of those 
descent chaps you like to please. 

But, well, as you proberly know, 
things haven’t worked out quite like 
we expeckted, and even thouh the war 
is over it seams that we still nead food 
as much as we ever did, and so after 
all I am keaping my alotment on, in 
a way more for the world than for me, 
and the other things will have to wait. 


speaking, I don’t 


By Smith Minor 


I don’t know how your alotment is 
getting on, saying you have one, but 
I hope it has begun as well as mine, 
becorse at the time of writing, what- 
ever it will be doing at the time of 
reading, I have planted nine diferent 
kinds of seeds and already three lines 
have begun to come up, or perhaps I 
shuold say curves, they’re not very 
strait, two being turneps, and the 
other being, honestly, peas, I having 
started these a good time ago under 
glass clotches. 

“Ah!” the reader may say. “I 
wondered when we were coming to the 
clotches!” 

If he or she dose, my reply to him or 
her is, “‘Well, now we are.” 

Unforchunately the clotches weren’t 
mine. Of corse, don’t think that I had 
jest taken them, they having been lent 
to me by a boy named Tunnidge in 
exchange for me lending him my 
biscycle. It had been dificult to 
deside wich was more importent, week- 
end rides or early peas, but as I had 
jest heard one of Sir Ben Smith’s 
rowsing speaches, you wuoldn’t call 
his voice rowsing but his words were, 
I desided on the peas. 

Note about Sir Ben Smith. Althouh 
he and I have the same name I don’t 
think we are related, but if he reads 
this, and if he thinks we are, he might 
let me know, it wuold be interesting, 
besides being a bit of a score for me to 
have a Food Minister in the family, 
thouh it mightn’t be such a score for 
him, and of corse one wuoldn’t take 
advantage of it. End of note about 
Sir Ben Smith. 

Well, at first I was un peu sorry for 
what I’d done, becorse Tunnidge 
seamed to be getting the best of it, he 
going off each week-end on my biscycle, 
and it being a long time before I got 
any good that one cuold see out of his 
glass clotches, or, perhaps one shuold 
say, under them. I dare say I wuoldn’t 
of minded if I’d liked Tunnidge, say 
he’d been Green, but he wasn’t, and 
I didn’t, thouh I’d tried. 

With some poeple, lo! you like 
them at once, but with others it takes 
longer. 

Anyhow, I changed my mind (about 
the clotches, not about Tunnidge) 
when, aprés having had to stay indoors 
for 114 days with a coufh, I hope you 
haven’t had one, lots of poeple have, 
I went to my alotment to see how it 
was getting on, and found the whole 


line of peas jest starting to poke their . 


way up! 


There had been some bad frosts, 
that’s why I put the exclamation 
mark, and but for these clotches my 
peas wuold proberly of died. In fact, 
once in bed, I had dreamt that they 
had, seaming to see them do it in a 
way one can’t explane, and it had sent 
my temperashure up. But now I saw 
they hadn’t died, and, well, if you grow 
a peas, I expeckt you know how 

elt. 

What’s more, once these peas had 
started, they simply rhomped along 
under the glass, coming up at the rate 
of ‘0000087 inches per minite. It may 
not sound much, put like that, but it 
is a jolly good pace for peas, and if 
you grew as quickly, in a few months 
you’d hit the ceiling. 

I'll tell you how I worked it out, in 
case you’re interested and wuold like 
to do it. It was my own idea. 

You get a foot ruler and you push it 
into the earth beside whatever veget- 
able you want to find out about till it, 
the ruler, is right down. Then, when 
the vegetable begins to come up, you 
graduelly pull the ruler up to the same 
hight, not doing it all the time, of 
corse, but, say, once a week. Now 
there are 10,080 minites per week, and 
supose, say, your vegetable grows an 
inch in that time, well, then you work 
it out. 

Now you can easily spot from all the 
above that I was pretty kean about 
my early peas, so when Tunnidge 
came to me one morning after the 
B.B.C. had predickted another frost 
and said he wanted the clotches back, 
I felt in a bit of a stue. 

‘What for?” I said. 

“For lettices,” he said. 

“Are they up?” I said. 

“Not yet, but they will be,” he said. 

“T don’t think it matters till they 
are,” I said. 

“Tt dosen’t matter what you think, 
I want my clotches,” he said. 

“In that case I want my biscycle,” 
I said. 

“You can have it back to-morrow,” 
he said. 

“Why not to-day?” I said. 

“Well,” he said, looking a bit funny, 
“T’ve lent it to someone in exchange 
for the lettice seeds.” 

This surprised me, and after thort, I 
said, 

“Look here, Tunnidge, I’m not 
sure that you shuold of, one dosen’t 
lend things to lend, why, supose this 
someone lends the biscycle to someone 
else for, say, some rhubob, where 
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wuold I be, but seeing you have, all 
right, you can have your clotches back 
to-morrow.” 

Now that was fair, and you’d of 
thort that wuold of ended it. But, no! 
When I went to meashure my peas an 
hour later, all the clotches were gone! 

I don’t often get angry, not beleiving 
in it, but now I cuoldn’t help it, and it 
was a good thing that when I went to 
see Tunnidge on his alotment to have 
it out with him. he wasn’t there. But, 
of corse, the glass clotches were there, 
and so again of corse, I carted them 
all back. 

This took me till lunch, and after 
lunch, lo! they were all gone again! 

What cuold one do? 

I remember once reading in a story 
that somebody in a rage “saw red,” 
and saying to Green how silly it was 
for authers to put things like that in 
their books and that I never wuold, 
becorse, well, how cuold one?* But 
now I beleived that perhaps, after all, 
one might. I don’t mean that I saw 
red, I don’t think I did, but it was a 
rummy colour getting that way, and 
before it had faded here was I back 


*See red. Auther. 
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again on Tunnidge’s alotment, and 
this time here he was, too, sitting on a 
stool garding the glass clotches, I 
seeing him throuh whatever colour it 
was I was seeing. You might call it a 
sort of pink full of spots. 

As soon as I got to him he jumped 
up and hit me, but before I went over 
I maniged to hit him, so we both went 
over, he having the worst of it by 
sitting on one of the glass clotches. 
This, as they say, sobared me. 

“My hat,” I said, ‘are you hurt?” 

*T don’t know yet,” he said. 

“Well, I hope you’re not,” I said, 
“but don’t forget you hit me first.” 

“Well, didn’t you mean to hit me 
first,?”’ he said. 

“T supose I must of,” I said. 

“T didn’t know you had it in you, 
Smith Minor,” he said. 

“Nor did I,” I said. ‘What happens 
now? Do we fight?” 

But what acktually happened was 
extrordinery. We got up, and after 
we’d picked the glass off him, luckerly 
none had gone throuh, he held out his 
hand and said, 

“No, we won’t fight, Smith Minor, 
I apologize, so now let’s get these 
clotches back.” 


Wich we did, all but the broken one. 
I cuoldn’t make it out. And when we’d 
finished I said, 

“I call this jolly descent of you, 
Tunnidge. You cuold of knocked me 
sideways. What’s made you do it?” 

“I’ve found you aren’t a softie,” he 
said. 

“Well, acktually, I think I am a 
bit,” I said, “but I’m glad if you 
think not.” 

Of corse, now I shall give Tunnidge 
some of my peas, saying I really get 
any, and he’s going to give me some 
of his lettices, saying ditto. 

Note. I hope you’ve found the 
spelling in this artickle a little better, 
if not much. End of note. Ditto 
artickle. 


A Tale of Two Civvies 
“Secretary-librarian required by Uni- 
versity College of ——. Preferably graduate. 
Librarian’s Diploma and/or other experience 
essential. Salary commences £250 p.a... .” 
Advt. in daily paper. 


“Dustmen wanted immediately. Steady 
work and good prospects for the right men. 
Starting wage £4.19. 6d. per week...” 

Town Hall notice-board. 


“Well, my dear, apart from being sick to death of everything and everybody, how are you?” 
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Oman Wintergreen and the Voyage 


OTHING can be much more 
remarkable than the somewhat 
jerky way in which Nature 

contrives to yield up her secrets. A 
profound silence reigns for long ages 
and then quite suddenly the page of 
Nature’s scrap-book is turned with a 
loud but tinny bong and two men, 
miles apart and knowing nothing of 
each other’s work or whereabouts, are 
permitted a glimpse into the cosmic 
laboratory. The result is the simul- 
taneous publication of two or more 
sets of startling revelations, and the 
boundaries of knowledge are pushed 
forward ever so little. 

It was like that, if you remember, 
when Hassall and Tiptaft hit upon the 
drug ‘“‘Ingophren,” and when Blattner 
and Worthington discovered the prin- 
ciple of the lock-clip ledger file. More 
recently we’ have had the same kind 
of thing with nuclear fission. Is it, 
then, altogether remarkable that my 
great-grandfather Oman Wintergreen 
should be linked by fate and.the theory 
of natural selection with the name of 
Charles Darwin ? 

From the first Oman Wintergreen 
was a born geologist. Rumour has it 
that by the age of two he had classified 
all the rocks of his native Lexhey-le- 
Dews as edible or inedible. In his 
teens he knew the wild life of the 
village as well as any undergraduate. 
He was an odd youth in many ways, 
yet with his little geologist’s hammer 
always in his hand he was a healthily 
respected figure throughout the county. 
He left Oxford abruptly with a set of 
rock specimens collected from every 
dreaming spire and returned to Lexhey 
to resume his life’s work. 

Given reasonable co - ordination 
between hand and eye Oman Winter- 
green would undoubtedly have been an 
even better geologist than he was, for 
the truth is that his aim was noticeably 
inaccurate. He would often strike 
blow after blow at a conglomerate 
without making the desired contact, 
and in this way he dissipated much of 
his abundant energy. The trouble was 
of course that he used to take his eye 
off the conglomerate at the last 
moment and just couldn’t keep his 
head down. 

Like Charles Darwin, Wintergreen 
spent years studying the habits and 
development of the common earth- 
worm, and could claim to be the first 
person to question the theory that the 
creature reproduces itself by self- 
immolation before the blade of a spade. 
As so often happens with naturalists, 


Oman’s studies gave him a number of 
lasting friendships. One of the most 
touching of these was that with an 
earthworm some five and a half inches 
long called Paolo. Not once did this 
Paolo turn on her master, even though 
his constant strumming on _ the 
mandolin—an instrument on which he 
performed with only moderate ability 
—in imitation of the Indian snake- 
charmers, must have proved a sore 
trial to her. Oman Wintergreen’s 
Commonplace Book contains nothing 
more pathetic than the lament for the 
passing of Paolo, ‘“‘who fell asleep this 
day from internal injuries caused by 
my carelessness with a heavy specimen 
of felspar.” 

At this period of his eventful career 
we see him a tall rakish fellow with a 
fiery red beard and a developing 
interest in natural history—a man 
happy on the Old Red Sandstone— 
yet completely out of sympathy with 
the Rhetic beds. In other words, a 
stern traditionalist offering no hint as 
yet of the glorious enterprise which 
was to bring him neither fame nor 
fortune. 

We now move to the year 1845 (six 
years before the voyage of the Beagle), 
a critical year in Oman’s life, the year 
in which he was startled into his first 
tentative notions about the origin of 
species. The story goes that one day 
he met the lovely Lady Jessie Simmer- 
ing leading her horse over a patch of 
rough shingle and promptly engaged 
her in conversation on the subject of 
earthworms. Absorbed as he was, he 
took a lump of sugar from his pocket 
and held it in his palm under the Lady 
Jessie’s mouth, while with his left hand 
he patted her forehead. He had not 
noticed that the horse had sidled away 
to the nearest hedge. 

From that decidedly awkward 
moment Oman knew that he was on the 
track of a great and glorious discovery. 
He dropped his geology like a hot 
brick and immediately set himself to 
classify faces. Within a year he had 
catalogued no fewer than five thousand 
of these—all grouped for convenience 
under the various domestic animals. 
Naturally enough his labours were 
misunderstood. One by one his friends 
and relations deserted him and he 
walked alone even more than before. 
Four times in as many years the 
Chartists made incendiary attacks 
upon his growing catalogue. The 
churches condemned him. He was 
blackballed by the Society of Com- 
petent Naturalists. But the great 
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of the Beagle 


work went on. Oman Wintergreen 
knew that his hour would strike. 

In 1851 he made three attempts to 
stow away in the Beagle but on each 
oceasion he had the misfortune to 
select the wrong ship and returned 
from Grimsby, Riga and Folkestone a 
much-chastened man. It was now that 
disappointment and the open hostility 
of his friends began to undermine his 
health. One day in 1853 he happened 
to notice the hairs on the back of his 
hands. To his fevered mind they 
seemed preternaturally long. Then, a 
few days later, he discovered to his 
astonishment that he could reach the 
soap on the bathroom floor from a 
normal sitting position in his bath 
without really exerting himself. In a 
panic of doubt he measured his arms 
with a tape-measure and found them 
six inches longer than average. It was 
the beginning of the end. 

From now on he fed solely on 
bananas, took to beating his chest with 
his fists and spent most of each day 
swinging on a trapeze rigged up in the 
stable. On October the eleventh, 
1855 (more than a year before the 
Beagle was due to return), he happened 
to catch a backward view of himself in 
the bathroom mirror. For a moment 
he wondered whether he had been 
sitting in a pool of oil or something. 
Then the horrible monstrous: truth 
dawned upon him. He dashed off to 
the Zoo in a hansom cab to obtain the 
final confirmation of his suspicions. 
He never recovered consciousness. 

The family intend to publish Oman 
Wintergreen’s catalogue. But not yet 
—it would hurt too many people. 
Some day, however, the world will 
realize the debt that Charles Darwin 
owed to my great-grandfather’s selfless 
struggle and will form a new judgment 
about the relative merits of the two 
great men. Hop. 


° ° 


“The Kenya Information Office telephone 
number is now 3985, and not 2205 as it was 
about three years ago.” 

“East African Standard.” 


Look out for further up-to-the-minute 
information about this in 1949. 


“The designation ‘Jew’s harp’ for this 
quaint melody - producing device would 
appear to be a misnomer. ‘Jew’s harp’ 
seems much more apt.”—Indian paper. 


Shorter, too. 
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WAS surprised to see Sympson 

the other day marching along 

the promenade at Munton-on-Sea 
wearing a black hat and an overcoat 
with a fur collar. There was some- 
thing odd too about his manner. 
Usually he is willing to stop and chat 
to people for much longer than people 
are willing to stop and listen to him, 
but on this occasion he told me that 
he was in a great hurry. 

a rehearsal at ten o’clock,” 
he said. ‘You know I’ve joined the 
Munton Players, don’t you? Got 
a big part next week. Not the lead of 
course just yet, but the whole play 
rather hangs on my little bit, and I 
want to do it justice.” 

As I knew for a fact that Sympson’s 
experience as an actor was limited to 
playing one of the witches in Macbeth 
in a production at school, and dancing 
a fan dance at our O.C.T.U. concert 
in 1942, I was amazed to find that he 
had persuaded the Munton Players to 
let him join them, because they are a 
particularly good repertory company, 
and most people wonder why the best 
of them are not in the West End, just 
as people who can afford to see West 
End plays wonder why some of the 
players are not at the seaside, or, better 
still, in the sea. 

Sympson called round in the evening 
and explained how it had happened. 
He was in a tea-shop talking about golf 
to a friend of his, and happened to say 
that he had once played with Sir Jasper 
Finchfarthing, the great actor-manager 
of the ’twenties. 

“One of the Munton Players over- 
heard part of the conversation,” he 
went on, “and came up afterwards to 
say that if I had really played with 
Sir Jasper she was sure that Mr. 
Wallick, the producer for the Munton 
Players, would be delighted to meet 
me. She took me along to the theatre, 
and Mr. Wallick said that two of their 
regular men were down with influenza, 
and could I oblige by taking a small 
part just for one week?” 

Sympson, who has nearly run 
through his gratuity with wild living, 
was glad enough to turn an honest 
penny, and was quite sure that after 
they had seen him act once they would 
offer him a regular engagement. Then 
he could laughingly tell them he had 
never played with Sir Jasper at all, 
except at golf. He visualized them all 
roaring with laughter at the absurd 
mistake that had led to the discovery 
of perhaps one of the finest natural 
actors since Garrick. 
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The Player 


Rehearsals began on the following 
day, and Sympson dropped in to 
see us, looking as limp as a damp 
cigarette. 

“You wouldn’t believe what hard 
work it is,” he said. ‘Of course if 
they’d got any sense and would let a 
fellow express his own personality it 
would be easy, but coming down to 
their level is a strain.” 

I asked him if it would help if I ran 
over his lines with him, but he said 
rather hurriedly that actually he did 
not have to say a great deal. It was 
his expression, apparently, and the 
way he walked that Mr. Wallick had 
been so critical about. 

“He had the infernal cheek to say 
that I simpered,” he said, “just 
because I assumed a bright cheery 
smile. And when I walked across the 
stage with manly determination he said 
I strutted.”... 

He presented us with free tickets for 
the first night, and we felt a thrill of 
pride to find when the curtain went 
up that our benefactor was alone on 
the stage. Edith so far forgot herself 
as to whisper to her neighbour, a 
casual acquaintance, ‘‘That’s Captain 


Ij 


Sympson, a great friend of my hus- 
band’s.” 

Sympson strode over to open the 
door, at which somebody was knocking. 
We could see what Mr. Wallick meant 
by the words “‘simper” and “strut,” 
though we had little time to judge 
properly because when he opened the 
door a shot rang out and he fell dead. 
The body was carried out almost 
immediately, and although we in- 
dulged in a bit of wishful thinking and 
hoped he might reappear as a ghost, 
he was seen no more. 

At the end of the week he resigned, 
or so he said. What actually happened 
was that he got so fed up with not 
being allowed to say anything at all 
that one night he turned to the 


‘audience when the knocking began and 


said “Ah! Somebody at the door. I 
wonder who it can be?” 

His own opinion was that it added 
just that little touch of genius that 
the play needed, but Mr. Wallick had 
other views. 

The only bright side to the picture 
is that now, instead of masquerad- 
ing as an ex-officer, he is posing as 
an ex-actor. 
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This man is as sity 
ae he leoks. 


He has been reads 
up abort hiv bloodstream. 


He paures Has is best woy, to 
get the Chile lams on Ins foes, 


My ber Mal by ond by hel 


The men wth his 
owl 15 Sey Go' 


Rnd never darken my again 


You might Monk His was 
\\ Scene trem some welodvama 


Bue ise. 


get chilblavas on bis hands. 


How leony docs he Mug 
cold spell fs 


? 
A weddung 2 
A walk im he pare? 
Guesomy Wonk you ongwhere . 
The woman ig Shoplitter and 


he man — but Jont Yow 


The man out: 

Test he , 
The has gust wm 

Mis Case. 
See Re Ory ins ? 
She is sure The Loan will 


Sperks self it ? 
This man has bum in ghoshouse. 


Se lng he's decided te throw 
stemes. 


he look wt he tl 
trip everethal cucumber frame. 


He man how 2 

He is Hawkeswnth of te ©.1.D. 
Crwne does not 

Not in that hat 


This man is his Carly. meming ses 
by Me bedroom window : 


Wis doy is watchwy him. 
Ringwood looles foo Prin [6 me. 


UY Wis master spent less tlex wig hey 
| biceps and more tune vag the good 


of life wld Riviguood , wowd be 
a for tar better Huns 


AE any vale, for Ringwood . 


I-COULDN’T-CARE-LESS STORIES 


T was a plumber and his mate 
| (With a hey, and a ho, and a hey-nonnino) 
Who came along at half-past eight, 
In good time, in good time, 
““We-told-you-sir-we-would”’ time; 
When the bath-tap tip 
Goes drip-a-drip-a-drip, 
Sweet plumbers long to strip. 


Between the skirting and the brick 
(With a hey, and a ho, and a hey-nonnino) 
I watched them poke and probe and prick, 
In slow time, in slow time, 
“It’s-nothing-much-oh-no”’ time, 
When the pliers grip 
That drip-a-drip-a-drip, 
Stout plumbers love to snip. 


The clock struck ten, and off they set 


(With a hey, and a ho, and a hey-nonnino) 
To fetch what plumbers all forget . . . 


Spring Song 


"Twas high time, yes, high time; 
But they went back in my time 
When their memories slip, 
Hey-drip-a-drip-a-drip, 
All plumbers have to skip. 


Then back they came—at half-past two 
(With a hey, and a ho, and a hey-nonnino) 
And sang like skylarks in the blue 

Till tea-time, till tea-time .. . 

(The men must have their free time) 
With a jest and quip, 
Hey-drip-a-drip-a-drip, 

Parched plumbers like to sip. 


So I up and wrote this naughty verse 
(With a hey, and a ho, and a hey-nonnino) 
For it cannot make the bill much worse, 
In due time, in due time 
(Sir-in-account-with-you time), 
On the invoice-slip 
(Hey-drip-a-drip-a-drip), 
True plumbers love to gyp. 


Jus 
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‘. . . and we should soon be coming to an old mill which they say has been turned into a fine 
up-to-date tea place.” 
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A Lincolnshire Shepherd 
YJ on tan, tethera, pethera, pimp— 


yon owd yowe’s far-welted—this yowe’s got a limp. 
. Sethera, lethera, hovera, an’ covera, up to dik— 
aye, wedi can deal wi’ all on ’em— 
an’ whear’s me crook an’ stick? 


| counts ’em up tér figgit, an’ figgits "ave a notch— 

their’s moar to bein’ shep’erd than bein’ on the watch: 

theiir’s sweides to chop, an’ lambin’ time, an’ snoa in the 
rick— 

sethera, lethera, hovera, an’ covera, up to dik. 


From Caistor down ter Spilsby—from Sleaford up to 
Brigg, 

their’s Lincoln sheép on the chalk, all long i’ wool, 
an’ big; 

and I stop ’ere in Langton, wi’ this ere saime owd 
flock, 

just as me grandad did afoaér they meddled wi’ the clock. 


We’ve bred our tups and gimbers for wool an’ length an’ 
girth; 

an’ sheép I’ve lambed ’ave gone awaiy, all ower all the 
earth: 

they’ve bred in forrin flocks ter give their wool its length 
and crimp— 

yan, tan, tethera—tethera, pethera, pimp . . . 


= 
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They’re like a lot o’ bairns, they are—like youngsters 
me owiin; 
they fondle roun’ about owd shep, afoar they’re strong 


an’ growin. 

But they gets hindependent-like—afoir I knois they’ve 
gone— 

yet then next lambin’ time I gets some moir to 
carry on. 


Yan, tan, tethera—tethera, pethera, pimp. . . 

Fifteen notches up to now—an’ one yowe wi’ a limp. 

Yer reckons I should goé awaéiy? Yer knois I’ll never 
gol 

for lambin’ time’s on top o’ us, an’ it’ll sewerly snod. 


But one daiy I shall leave me yowes, an’ leave me 
yowes for good: 

an’ then yer’ll knoé what breédin’ is, in flocks an’ 
’uman blood, 

for Tom’s come out the Army, ’is faiice as red as 
brick— 

sethera, lethera, hovera, an’ covera, up to dik... 


For lambin’ time comes reggler-like, as it ’as allust 
bean, 

an’ shep’erds ’ave ter winter ’em, an’ tent ’em till 
they wein. 

Me fambly did it *foir I caiéme—they’ll ’ave it when 
I sleép— 

soa that we'll count our lambin’ times, as I’m now 
countin’ sheép. 

Yan, tan, tethera ... 
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“ Hlere’s a nice quiet spot.” 
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“ There, gentlemen!—I bet that will fetch ’em!” 


The entire Copyright in all Articles, Sketches, Drawings, etc., published in PUNCH is specifically reserved to the Proprietors throughout the countries signatory to the 
BERNE CONVENTION, the U.S.A., and the Argentine. Reproductions or imitations of any of these are therefore expressly forbidden. The Proprietors will, however, always 


consider any request from authors of literary contributions for permission to reprint. 


Subscription, inclusive of Extra Numbers: Inland Postage, 30/- per annum (15/- six months); Overseas, 36/6 per annum (Canada, 34/- per annum), 
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Kind speaking 
from Nuremberg 


“ Sirs, 29/1/46 
As an old smoker of Barneys, I feel I must 
pay tribute to the fine qualities of your 
‘Punchbowle’ tobacco. Through all my ex- 
periences ‘Over Here’ it has served me as a 
good friend. I am looking forward to the time 
when I may draw upon the old slippers, book 
and of course my good friend ‘Punchbowle.’ 
Very truly yours, 


” 


(From the letter of a Barneys-Punchbowle Smoker ‘in 
the LM.T. Press Camp, Nuremberg: the original can 
be inspected at the Barneys Bureau, 24, Holborn, E.C.1) 


to 


Ee (medium), Punchbowle (full), Parsons Pleasure (mild), 
2/104d. oz. 


(288) By JoHN Sinciair L1p., LANE, NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE @ 
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The Man’s Shop still 
offers the finest qual- 
ity. The choice is not 
so wide as we would 
like, but the quality 
is there—always. 


HARRODS LTD LONDON sWI 
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GIANTS IN THOSE DAYS 


“Hallo, Hawkins. Burnish- 
ing the ancestral silver?” 


“*Fust the punch bowls, Sir. 
Not that I expect them to fulfil 
their function within measur- 
able time to come.” 


‘“‘Perhaps it’s as well. That 
big one must contain 
the better part of three 
gallons.” 


‘* Three gallons and a quarter, 
Sir, to be precise.” 


“Our grandfathers must 
have been men of iron.” 


“I entirely concur, Sir. Par- 
ticularly since they lived in 
the days before Rose’s Lime 
Juice.” 


“‘What you might call the 
Dark Ages, eh? Well, let’s 
be thankful that you and I 
were born into the Age of 
Rose’s.”’ 


ROSE’S— There is no substitute 


Jone 3 1 


THE OPTIMIST gi 


“Leave them wi’ me and I'll see what | can TI 
dae for ye. The laces are no sae bad.” 

They must have been Paton’s Laces wr 

PATON’S 


WORLD FAMOUS BOOT AND SHOE LACES 
For quality, wear and appearance yew cannot get better 
WM. PATON, LTD., Johnstone, Scotiand 
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The question of Foreign Exchange still 
prevents the importation of Harvey’s 
famous wines. Shipping space is also’ 
a consideration. We, like our many 
patient friends, keep hoping—with an 
eye on the butts of sherry and pipes of 
port, which are ready and waiting — 


in Spain and Portugal ! 


HARVEY'S 


JOHN HARVEY & SONS LTD 


Bristol 


FOUNDED 1796 


Wine Merchants to His Majesty The King 


cvs-21 


KERFOOTS 


MEDICINAL 


PASTILLES 


based on the skill 


and experience of 


three generations 


THOMAS KERFOOT & Co., Ltd. 
Vale of Bardsley - Lancashire 


MADE BY 


Jane 31064 
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Certainly more kicks than ha’pence have 
come your way during the last six years. 
And now it is natural to speculate when the 
good things of life will be coming your way 
again. There will be no sudden switch to 


plenty. The change will be gradual. An 
extra ounce of this . . . less coupons for that 
“What a little 


-..- more ‘ Celanese’ in the shops. . . new 


* Celanese’ products on the market. These 


goose not to ask for Caley Cranford ! - will be the small beginnings of a new way of 


The ioveliest chocolates now made; 10 luscious centres ; life — a way of life which will fulfil the 
yearning for comfort which has grown out of 


transparent wrappings for perfect freshness; advance guard the lean, mean years of war. 


of all the good things soon to come from Caley’s . . 
including your favourite Fortune Chocolates. 


K Utility tie in 
white nubuck 
with rose 


blue 36/9 


Limited stocks 


A.C. Mains 3 Wave Band Superhet. 


_for good radio 


SS Supplies of pes one K style are very limited. Please choose 
—= - e from the styles you find available. 
EFerranti model 145 


FERRANTI LTD., MOSTON, MANCHESTER, 10; & 36 KINGSWAY, LONDON, W.C.2. 
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N. either hard winters 
nor reduced fuel supplies 
held any terrors for the 
people next door. They 
had no difficulty in main- 
taining their rooms at a 
comfortable temperature 
—they used Celotex for 
walls, floors, ceiling and 
roof. Unrivalled as a 


CELOTEX LIMITED 
North Circular Road, 
Stonebridge Park, 
London’N.W. 


material for thermal in- 
sulation, Celotex pre- 
vents the escape of heat, 
retains warmth where it 
is most needed. The 
people next door get 
more effective warmth 
from each unit of fuel 
which they consume—a 
paramount consideration 
in these days of shortage. 


CELOTEX 


Insulating, Building and iat Boards, 


and Acoustic 


Members of Board Manufacturers Association 


If paths and drives are in poor 
shape after six years of neglect; even 
if they are in good condition but need constant 
raking, rolling or weeding to keep them tidy: you'll 
be very glad to hear what we can tell you about CoLas 
bitumen emulsion—the modern treatment for paths 
and drives that gives a truly hard, clean, permanent 
surface. COLAS can be applied without skilled labour 
or specialised equipment, and is now in full supply: let 
us know what your problem is; we'll advise how to 


put it right with CO@LAS 


COLAS PRODUCTS LTD: 5-6 CROSBY SQ., LONDON, E.C.3 AVENUE 5331 


(OFF he Best 1s 


Good Snough 


For the garden lover 
who takes a pride in his 
lawn. Here is a machine 
that will cut to the 
smoothness of velvet 
because it is designed 
and made with the 
care and precision 
which have made 
its name famous. 


We regret supplies will 
be limited during the 
first Post-war season, 


PHONE: 
27542 


J.P.ENGINEERING CO-LTD 
MEYNELL RD- LEICESTER 


thom! 


The plug with the 
pink **Sintox”” insulator 


Lodge Plugs Lid., Rugby 


WHITE CLEANER CANVAS 
and BUCKSKIN SHOES 


White 
Cleaners called 
= may be sold as * “BLANCO.” 


KPHEDROL 


RELIEVES CATARRH, 
COLDS & HAY FEVER 


“sniff” at bedtime 


FOLDERS 


PRAMS 6 
All the best babies have them 


L.B.LTD. London 


~and e 
digeste 


MONTGC 


xx. Jone 3104 
nuul 
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G "LIQUID OR SOLID | 
LODGE 
The Oniginas 
PLUGS Hi 
clears the nasal passage 4 
2 CLAY ABRAHAM LTD. 
“ae  Pedisre fo 
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. the new J.B. foundations 
are designed to make > 


RAYON just that difference to 


the ‘‘unlovely inch ”’ 
few loveliness 


/ which is the inheritance the 
a asts 


T may be some little 
time yet before dresses war and its trials, Still in 
and — made from 
Courtaulds rayon are short su we are sorry 
back in the shops in pre- ply, 
1939 abundance. All the 
same we would remind 
those who were buyin = . 
in the days of specially looking for... 
pass on to their younger 
sisters the advantages 

of thinking in terms 

. of serviceable 
loveliness, 
which the 


smart woman received from the 


to say, but well worth 


ested 
Quality” 
mark en- 
sures. 
THE styled FOUNDATION 
and there are some GOTHIC 


Regd. brassieres for the lucky one or 


1 yw ro two as lovely as ever, really 
smart, and quite inexpensive 


MELTICIPATING- 
THE 


EXPERIENCE 
COUNTS! 


THAT IS WHY YOU 
CAN RELY ON 


Dorvillle 


FOR THE WELL-DRESSED WOMAN 


(Drilored 
and 


N.B. To ‘Melticipate’ is to anticipate sweetly 
Meltis Ltd., London & Bedford 


ESTABLISHED 1831 


STILL THE LEADERS 
FOR QUALITY 


AT 


DORVWVILLE HOUSE 


ONLY WHOLESALE 


Good, pure 

delicious food. 
treat to eat 

~and easily 
igested. 


| 


| 


Enquiries to: : 
MONTGOMERIE & CO-LTD: IBROX: GLASGOW. 
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and at Saxone 
[| they measure both feet 


A number to remember 


When ) 

relax in 
Player's No. 3 is a number worth remembering if The Wi 
you appreciate the finer flavour, mellowness and ert 
fragrance of a cigarette made only from selected golf blo 
leaf Of the finest quality. Not once, nor twice, roomy | 
but thrice happy are they who smoke... . 


PLAYER'S 


SP85(p) THE EXTRA QUALITY CIGARETTE 


You put something useful on foot by choosing Saxone Footprint Fitting Shoes. 
We give you better fit and longer wear at Saxone by measuring both feet. 


SAXONE CIVIL AND SERVICE SHOEMAKERS 
40 Strand, 1! Cheapside, 64 Gracechurch Street, London, Croydon, and throughout the country. 


not too much.. 


A Drop on your PEX 
Like many other good things 
Vapex had to make way for 
more imperatively urgent needs. 
Throughout the war pharma- 
ceutical work of national im- 
portance has taken and must take 
first place. Normal conditions 
will bring a return of Vapex 
THOMAS KERFOOT & CO. LTD. 
- Wale of Bardsley, Lancs., England 


youll see it 
again soon! 


means REAL 


ORANGE JUICE 


/ ER 360-96 THE ERASMIC CO. LTD. 


‘ 2, me N } 
> [KERFOOT CG 
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Freedom! 


ina WINDAK 


When you've finished a hard day, 
relax in the comfort of a Windak. 
The Windak ‘golfer’ is the civilian 
version of our official Airborne 
§mock. Cut longer than the usual 
golf blouse, styled with clean front, 
roomy back and deep armholes, it 
fits everywhere but grips nowhere. 
Made from the same Windak 
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gaberdine used throughout the 
war. It is rain repellent, windproof, 
lightweight and tough-wearing. In 
brilliant peace-time colours... 
green, scarlet, brown, maroon, 
royal blue and fawn. Price 107/3d. 
There’s also a lady’s model at 75/-. 
Please write for name of nearest 
stockist to the address below. 


for sport and 
all outdoor wear 


Windak Ltd., Poynton, Cheshire 
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These full 5-seater de luxe cars with many new 
refinements, including air conditioning with defrost- 
ing and demisting, on 34, 2} and 1} litre (special 
equipment model) and New Girling Brakes on 3} and 
2} litre models—are still the finest value obtainable. 
1} litre Saloon £535. Purchase Tax £149.7. 3 
(Special Equipment Model £570. P.T. £159. 1. 8) 
24 litre Saloon £695. Purchase Tax £193 .16.1 
3} litre Saloon £775. Purchase Tax £216.0.7 


THE FINEST CAR OF ITS CLASS IN THE WORLD 


JAGUAR CARS LTD., COVENTRY (Previously S.S. Cars Limited) 


Now offer’a few 
SELECTED 
JAMAICA CIGARS 
“EL CARIBE” 


4% ins. long, straight shape. 
Box of 25 for 70/-, post paid. 


Send for Catafogve 


CONS 


TYBURN - ERDINGTON 


BIRMINGHAM 24 


X-RAY FOR PLUGS 


NO, IT’S NOT A PUBLICITY STUNT. It’s 
one of 57 routine factory tests, a 
test originated by K.L.G. during the 
war and adopted by all other plug 
makers on Government instructions. 
Why all this fuss about a ‘simple’ 
little accessory ? Because, no matter 
how much care is put into the 


KLG 


CORUNDITE 


Ask for 


operations 
that go to make the not-so-simple 
K.L.G. plug, some faults defy ordinary 


69 or 


more 


inspection. . . . and under war 
conditions this might have meant 
the lives of an air crew. Even in 
peace-time only the toughest 
tests are good enough for K.L.G. 


4 
| 
| | 
| | 
rye 
TT! 
GREENS LTD | 
Cigar & Wine Merch ill, 
| one 
and onl 
K.L.G. SPARKING PLUGS LIMITED, PUTNEY VALE, LONDON, S.W.I5§ 
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Allsorts of tips 
for waiters .....: 


esigned fot Li ving. 
THE “AB” COOKER 


@ Cooking and Water Heating Combined in one unit. 

@ Big Fuel Economy Ensured through automatic fuel feed. 
@ Food Values Are Retained by balanced distribution of heat. 
@ High Temperatures Are Available at a moment's notice. 


Kia-Ora 


but Allsorts 
of Ulilkinson's 
for 4 


MEANS 


ty for Yd Brochure to 


P DERATED SALES LIMITED 
‘Good Health (Dept. P.71), 80, GROSVENOR ST., LONDON, W.1 
T elephone : Mayfair 5054/6 
CHANC 
- WORKS 
Cooker COMBINING COOMING WATER-HEATING 4 FRIEX 
@) (Controlled by Federated Foundries Limited.)) 


GARDEN | 
WITH RELISH: 


Don’T forget when you're 
hoe, hoe, hoeing the veg-eatables 


COTCH BROTH 


that they help out the rations. 
; Sow what ? So be sure your 
fim wines for a century meals are tastier by serving 
Lots of good Stock with the finest pearl barley the 
and fresh vegetables make Fray Bentos them. Thick | 
Scotch Broth outstanding in quality. and Thin 7 soft-boiled macarons 
3 AR Other Varieties 
TOMATO MIXED VEGETABLE 
BRAND OXTAIL BEEF KIDNEY i 


The Premier Brand 


Obtainable only on your 
Preserve Ration 


THE BEAR HONEY CO. LTD, 


Branch of L. Garvin & Co. Ltd, 
ISLEWORTH, MIDOLESEX 


Bentos 


For QUALITY 


PREPARED BY OXO LIMIFED - LONDON 
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vision: 


tele. 


Before the war the country was ahead of the 
world in Television. We've lost a bit of time 
since 39 but we’re catching up fast. 

Only quite recently we (at Chance Brothers) 
sent twelve twenty-inch Cathode Ray 
Tubes of a new type to America so that 
they could experiment with them! We tell 
you these things because too many of us have 


an inferiority complex about things British. 


; GLASS AND THE HOME 


CHANCE BROTHERS LTD., GLASS-MAKERS SINCE 1824. HEAD OFFICE & 
WORKS : SMETHWICK, BIRMINGHAM. LONDON OFFICE: 10, PRINCES STREET, 
WESTMINSTER, 9.W.1. SCOTTISH OFFICE & WORKS: FIRHILL, GLASGOW, N.W. 
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Fanny’ First Cigarette 


In our early years it was consid- 
ered very daring for a lady to 
smoke. Nowadays the ladies use 
the Rothman Service on equal 
terms with the men. Very 
attractive terms, too, for our 
prices are always agreeably 
moderate. We supply direct to 
the throngs our 


various shops, or by post (and 
invariably by return) to any 
address. Specially recommend- 
ed are our Pall Mall de Luxe at 
12/10 a hundred (post free). 
Call at any Rothman shop or 
post your order to Rothmans 
Ltd. (Folio H.35),5 Pall Mall, 
London 8S.W.1. 


(Healthy dogs 
make 
good companions 


Cardboard -happy 


Engineer 


our OF SODA AGAIN! 


What a boon it will. be when 
Sparklets Syphons and Bulbs are 
again obtainable. 

There are prospects of better supplies 
in the near future and you will soon 


BOB MARTIN’S 


Condition Powder Tablets 


dogs fit , 


WON FLYING SCALE MODEL 


Move. LTD. MERTON. / 


This cardboard crankcase was made in one 
of our ‘finding-out’ rooms to test the theory 
of stressed skin structures in relation to a 
particular job. We enjoyed ourselves. Our 
calculations were varied, ingenious, start- 
ling—and disconcertingly easy to check with a 
litle glue and more cardboard. Ultimate 
result— something new was_ discovered 
—to the advantage of our Oil Country Pumps. 
Was that a triumphant vindication of kinder- 
garten methods with higher mathematics? 


, COUNTRY, 

WET MOTOP ~MERSIBLE, 
WARD-TYLER 
AND RECIPROCAL, “IMPS AND CO. LTD., LUTON, BEDFORDSHIRE 


be able to make at home the purest, 
freshest “soda” that ever sparkled 
up a drink. 


parklers 


(REGO. TRADE MARK) 


HYGIENIC—CONVENIENT—ECONOMICAL 
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SPA TREATMENT 


ron aueumavisn| TEN reasons why 


Spa treatment for Rheumatism 
has been recognised for many years I Dettol is a ruthless killer of germs 2 Dettol is non-toxic 3 Dettol 
as one of the most satisfactory 


methods of combating this insidious lal eX 


disease. Even a mild attack means al mo st e Vv P ir 

pain and reduced working capacity, loot, A 0D TUS, A e S 
and you should act at once before 

Rheumatism gets a stranglehold 


on your system. ‘To-day, a course 
of treatment at a Spa is out of the 


question for most people, as neither 

time nor money can be spared, Su r eon = | n 
‘Alkia’ Saltrates, however, may 

be described as a Spa treatment 
in your own home. It has the | 6 Dettol is persistent 7 Dettol is penetrative 8 It is non-corrosive, 
essential medicinal properties of 
seven world-famous Spas and a 
similar beneficial effects as a course h 

of drinking the Spa waters. A p y q i Cc t a n i n 
teaspoonful of ‘Alkia’ Saltrates | 

in warm water before breakfast 
each morning will soon relieve the gentle on tender tissues 9 Dettol is painless on an open wound 
pain, and, taken regularly, dissolves 
impurities in the blood stream and 


eliminates them from the system, re a t he ri ta i n 
thus helping to prevent regular 
attacks of Rheumatism. A bottle 
of ‘Alkia’ Saltrates costs 3/9d, even at full strength 


including Purchase Tax. Get a 
bottle to-day from your chemist 


and begin your Spa treatment |_, ¢ ’ 
to-morrow morning. fy 4 Ee oO 


‘ALKIA’ SALTRATES 


is safe 4 It is effective in the presence of blood 5 Dettol is stable 


10 Dettol is pleasant in use and does not stain 


MANUFACTURERS 


When icicles BRIGHT wel BARS 
hang by the wiesoven 


co. LTD. 4 b 

Wali 
The Old-established remedy—3-7 da = 

Chemists, Stores, HALESOWEN, 64, VICTORIA STREET = (Uh 
sters le NEAR LONDON, = 
a A Reminder that now is the time BIRMINGHAM. S.W.l. = 


to consider winter industrial heatin 

problems. Maximum efficiency in the _ re- Now 
workshop is closely allied to agreeable lormed by the. late President of the 
working conditions. Thermolier Unit Auction Catalogues of this memorable Sale gree P 
Heaters can maintain that agreeable steadily 
working atmosphere essential for maxi- H. R. HARMER Stamp Auctiongers 
mum efficiency. They are designed worth v 
for use with hot water or with steam. ef PEDIGREE 


— — 2 Write for further details now. 


UNIT HEATER 


Thermolier Unit Heaters are not 
suitable for domestic 


M A THER PLATT LTD \ FOR DOGS 
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THREE CASTLES 
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CIGARETTES 


“There’s no sweeter tobacco 
comes from Virginia and no better 
brand than the ‘ Three Castles’ ” 


W. M. Thackeray—* The Virginians” 


Issued by The Imperial Tobacco Company (of Great Britain and Ireland), Ltd. TT2I3W 


EVERY SMART MAN KNOWS 


J. B. LEWIS & SONS, LTD., Nottingham. Est. 1815. Suppliers to the Wh 
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MERIDIAN 


le Trade 


Now that we have 

changed over to peace- XY 

time production Pedi- 

gree Pets and Dolls | 

are reaching the shops in S 
Steadily increasing numbers, 

Try your toy shop now. You may be lucky, 


If not, remember Pedigree s are well 
worth waiting for. 


PEDIGREE SOFT TOYS LTD., LONDON, S.W.19 


DR. BARNARDO’S HOMES 


These Homes provide a good home, wise 
ini for 8,000 


for a week, 
Cheques, etc. (crossed), able “Dr. 
Barnardo’s Homes,” Barnardo 
House, Stepney Causeway, London, E.1. 


£6,530 
FOR YOU AT AGE 55 


This cash sum, or if you prefer it, a pen- } or pension your family is provided for. 
sion of £400 a year guaranteed for life Should you not live to seap the reward 
from age 55, will secure your independence yourself your family will receive £5,000, 
in later years. If you are, say, a teacher, even if you only live to make one payment. 
civil servant, etc., it will augment the 
pension you already look forward to. 

Take, for example, ages up to 45, this 
is how the plan operates—for women it is 
slightly varied. You make agreed regular 
monthly, quarterly or yearly payments 
to the Sun Life of Canada—the great 
annuity Company—and at age 55 you 
will receive £6,530, plus accumulated 
dividends—or £400 a year for life. If 
you are over 45 the benefits are available 
at a later age. 


£5,000 for Your Family. 
Whilst building up this retirement fund 


Income-Tax Saved. 

On every payment you make, you 
receive the appropriate rebate of income- 
tax—a concession which will save you a 
considerable sum during the period. 


£691,103,000 Assurances in Force. 


Through the Sun Life Assurance Com- 
pany of Canada (the largest Company of 
the British Empire transacting Life Assur- 
ance solely) over 1,000,000 men and 
their families by policies guaranteeing t 
payment to them of £691,103,000. 


By filling up and sending the enquiry form you can obtain details suited to your personal 
requirements. The plan covers all amounts of savings from as little as £1 per month and 
the cash and pension can be arranged in most cases to commence either at age 50, 55, 60 
or 65. It is the safest and most profitable way of providing financially for you and yours, 
and the protection for your family starts from your first payment. 


FILL IN THIS FORM NOW POSTAGE ONE PENNY IF UNSEALED 


To H. O. LEACH (General Manager for British Isles). 


SUN LIFE ASSURANCE CO. OF CANADA 


_ Uncorporated in Canada in 1865 as a Limited Company), 
22, Sun of Canada House, Cockspur St., London, S.W.1. 


as advertised, without incurring 


I should like to know more about your F 


any obligation. 
(Mr., Mrs., or Miss) Be 


Punch, Summer, 


RADIO 


SERVICE 
IMPORTANT NEWS 


Deliveries of our new post- 
war model now arriving. Get 
your Priority Certificate at 
our nearest branch. 


a completely FREE ! 


All Valves replaced 
completely FREE ! 
A Small Rental 


Covers EVER YTHING! 


Opening Rentals 1/9 to 2/6 per week 
—reducing after 6 months. 


Head Office: 92, Regent St., London, W.I 


e Finest 
Liqueur 
Indispensable 
in Cocktails 
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LAMPORTs: | 
HOLT LINE | 


To 


Regular Cargo and 
between 
Antwerp, 


For particulars apply :— 


church Street, London, E.C, 


SOUTH AMERICA 


Regular Cargo Service between 


UNITED KINGDOM 
BRAZIL & RIVER PLATE 


New York, 


LAMPORT’ & HOLT LINE LTD. 
Royal Liver Building, Liverpool, 3 (Tel. : CENtral 5650) ; 85 Grace- « 
3 (Tel. : Mansion House, 7533); or Agents. 


Passenger Service is also in operation 
, Brazil, and the River Plate and 
Brazil and the River Plate. 


All shrewd Judges smoke 


BRIAR 


PIPES 


The demand for Orlik pipes far exceeds 
the supply, but the quality is still as good 
as ever, if you have difficulty in obtain- 
ing a genuine Orlik London-made pipe, 
please write to us for address of the 
nearest Tobacconist who can supply you. 


L. ORLIK LTD., 
17-18, Old Bond St., London, W.1 


Established 1899 


Also PETROL LIGHTERS & POUCHES 
Orlik wind-proof Petrol Lighters give a sure 


light for cigarette or pipe, indoors or out, 
Orlik Pouches in a variety of styles. 


When 


‘Golden Shred” 


reappears upon the 
table 
you will know that 


lhe Worlds Best 


Marmalade 
is being made again. 
Until then the 

Marmalade to buy is 


LR. 


James Robertson & Sons (P.M.) Led., 
Golden Shred Works, London, 
Paisley, Manchester, Bristol 


SIMPLY IN JAM JARS | 


Collect all the fruit you can this 
year and hermetically seal it in 
jam jars with the famous Snap 
Vacuum Closures. Then will you 
be certain of enjoying delicious 
dishes throughout the winter. 
‘Snaps’ are obtainable everywhere. 


2/6 


BROMLEY AND 


Also at BRISTOL and MANCHESTER 


SPILLERS SPILLERS SPILLERS SPILLERS 
THERE'S A POWER 

OF GOODNESS 

IN EVERY SLICE 

OF 

TUROG 


BROWN BREAD 
—EAT IT DAILY 


Difficulty with supplies? Then write to— 
SPILLERS LTD., 40 ST. MARY AXE, E.C.3 


VOTRIX VERMOUTH SWEET OR DRY 9/- Vine Products Ltd., Kingston, Surrey 


1&40 


TOFFEE. 


still made from the Original recipe 


Now obtainable from high-class confec- 

tioners, or by post, enclosing Personal 

Points card, which will be returned. 
3/1 for Zlb.: 5/7 for 14 1b. 


ORIGINAL 


HARROGATE 


JOHN FARRAH & HARROGATE TOFFEE LTD., HARKOGATEB 
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the Greatest lame tn Lotton 


and Yertile ‘tabrics 
SHEETS - PILLOWCASES - TOWELS - FLANNELETTES - WINCETTES = 


DRESS GOODS -SHIRTINGS- FURNISHINGS -UTILITY FABRICS-ETC WO 


HORROCKSES, CREWOSON & CO. LTD., PRESTON, MANCHESTER, BOLTON, LONDON 


Slower 
Loveline of 


Gruen with the beauty 

that is the hall-mark 
of perfect health —clear 
skin, sparkling eyes, firm 
sturdy limbs—she is a 
delight to behold. 
Her proud mother gave 
her the food of Royal 
babies——Cow & Gate 
Milk Food. 

The new Soritast Edition of 


“MOTHERHOOD” is now 
available. end 6d. in stamps 


Flattering to 
every figure 
A snappy Gor-ray skirt for work 
or play is always smart, wears well 


and is not expensive. Good design 
—good cut—good material. In 


for your copy. stock at the best shops everywhere 
COW & GATE —look for the label 
GUILDFORD = 
© 3757 


anni Ltd 107 New Bond St Wi 


By Appointment 


PERFUME PAD 
wy BRISTLES TAKE OUT TO WASH 
HANDLEBACK NEVER SPOILT 
BY WATER 


yy ABSOLUTE CLEANLINESS AT 
BRISTLE ROOTS 


Worth Cabing Yor! Salt of quality 
G. B. KENT & SONS LTD., 24 OLD BOND STREET, LONDON, W.} . 


COSBY 
(PATENT) 


PERFUME HAIRBRUSH 


| 

= 7 
4 
££ 

| 

= 
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\Y 
\ 
RAN 
KENT Best British Brushes 
KENT 
a LA EO) 51.1777 
ENGLAND 
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¢ GINGER ALE LIME JUICE CORDIAL 
SODA WATER LEMONADE 
TONIC WATER GRAPE FRUIT 


Now coming into the straight—a winner for you. 


BELFAST 


Modern Physio-Therapy 


WHEN WE ARE ALLOWED ay 


The Enjoyment that Chairman gives 
to the appreciative smoker endures, It is cool 
from first to last and continues to give the same 
satisfying enjoyment year in and year out. 


Chairman 


Tobacco Consult your doctor. 
Three strengths: CHAIRMAN, medium: HARRO GATE 


BDOAREEANS, wits BEVORDER, Wi. The manufacture of furniture essential to the primary needs Full particulars from Dept. P., 

must still take precedence in the National economy. When Harrogate 

Made by the successors to R. J. Lea, Ltd. 


y 
@ 51 adequate supplies for this purpose are in sight, we shall be per- ee 


The of physio-therapy 


at the Royal Baths has made available 

many modern treatments for rheu- 

matic, nervous, intestinal and skin 
disorders. 


mitted once more to produce Minty bookcases and furniture. HOLIDAYS FOR ALL 

For the time being, lovers of the good things of life will, if Everybody has been urged ai take = holiday 
ASK FOR they are lucky enough to possess them, treasure their Minty || boating 

possessions ; or, if not, wait without too much impatience till we love to get away, but there is no hope 


i i unless... . With your help, the Church 
can supply.-. This we shall do at the earliest possible moment. ain 


NICHOLSONS AAIALTY crartsmansuie || 
SECTIONAL BOOKCASES, CHAIRS, ETC. l 
GIN Our customers, past and future, may rest assured o 
that every new Minty production will conform Tilicns 


both in quality of materials and craftsmanship to the 
standard always associated with the name “ Minty.” & Chuwver 
e Purest Spirit made MINTY LTD., 44/45 HIGH STREET, OXFORD 
London, Belfast & Liverpool 


Manufactured entirely in London, England ° 


Take care of your Barling - 
Pipe. When available the cRAE® 
very limited supplies are 

pre 


Save as you shave/ 


Given reasonable care, the KROPP razor will 
last a lifetime. There’s economy for you! 
Not only that, but it will give you luxuriously 
smooth shaves ail the timate e Kropp is 
a hand-made razor, wrought by razor 
craftsmen from fine quality Sheffield 
Steel. Never needs grinding. 
You'll be to own 
a KROPP. 


sent to Barling Agents. 


Prices are as follows : Letters S.S., S+M., 
Standard SS. BM. L EL, EL. pack 
or Sandblast . . 11/6 15/6 18/6 22/6 — ibe indicate sizes— 


Ye Olde Wood S.S. S-M 


Selected Grains . 16/6 21/- 24/6 28/6 Extra-Large. 
Manufactured by B. BARLING & SONS Index of Sizes clearly | 


“ Makers of the World’s Finest Pipes” marked on each stem. | 
(Established in London, 1812) 


14/-, including § 
Purchase Tax. 


Of Hairdress- 


for 24d. stamp. 


OSBORNE, GARRETT & CO. LTD., 
LONDON, W.1 


3 
at 
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—of a modern Tom Sawyer. For 
him, and for every boy like him, 
there will be a future richer and 
more abundant in the good things 
of life—good things like ‘ Viyella’, 
the fine fabric that will serve him 
faithfully, man and boy. 


Until the return of ‘ Viyella’, there is 
Utility schoolwear for boys and girls 
made by the makers of ‘ Viyella’ and 
bearing the famous Day and Night Wear 
Trade Mark. In the shops, but in 
limited quantity. 


he haditional Aabrie of Boyteood 
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WILLIAM HOLLINS &COLTD | 


VIVELLA HOUSE NOTTINGHAM 
REGISTERED TRADE MARK 


THROUGHOUT THE WORLD 
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ENGLISH CANNED 


Good things in store! How well this familiar 
phrase describes the delightful products canned 
by Batchelor’s. Not only are Batchelor’s Fruits 
and Vegetables ‘the pick of the crop,’ but they 
are gathered when at their ripened best, and 
canned in the height of their freshness and flavour. 
Limited supplies are again in the shops. 


FRUITS & VEGETABLES 


BATCHELOR 


P EA 
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